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PREFACE. 



From the sheets of the first and 
second volumes of this work, which 
hare reached the author iu his foreign 
abode, he perceires the havoc made in 
those few Italian phrases that he has 
ventured to make use of -^errors 
unavoidable, no doubt, in the very 
un-Itialian air of the British metropi^s ^ 
and which must be charged more to 
the crabbedness of his own hand- 
writing, and the wilfulness of compo- 
sitors, than to any neglect on the part 
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11 PREFACE. 

of the gentleman who has been good 
enough to charge himself with the cor- 
rection of the press. 

As the author has thought it neces- 
sary to preface the work with this sort 
of protest, he may as well take thie 
opportunity of adding, that he lays 
claim to no merit of invention for the 
incidents contained in the following 
pages, they being almost altogether the 
fruits of observation, during a residence 
of several years in the Peninsula. The 
pencil of the writer, he declares, has 
been confined to sketches from the 
life; and if imagination have here and 
there superadded her colourmg, it has 
merely been to the decking forth, hot 
to the superseding of truth. 

Augml 4, 1895. 
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L'AMOROSO. 



CHAPTER I. 



For some years eyen of the last century I 
knew Euston Park and its inmates, two genera- 
tions of them ; and never did the sun rise upon 
a lovelier or a happier spot — moral and rural 
beauty were there united. It was situated in 
one of our southern counties, and had been in 
the possession of the Eustons beyond the m<nnory 
of parchment — a race unillustrated, save by its 
long duration in the same unv^ied state of 
affluence and content. The unaspiring, and at 
the same ^me unsinking evenness of their for- 
B S 
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4 L AMOROSO. 

tune, was the great and singular characteristic of 
the family; and whilst of their neighbours 
many rose to fame, or faded to extinction, the 
Eustons alone, untempted by the honours of a 
court, the gains of commerce or profession, kept 
up the old family mansion in a state always be- 
coming their rank and the times. Even the 
title (for the Eustons were baronets) had been 
forced upon one of the family in the reign of the 
first Charles, and Sir Grerard, as well as his 
posterity, wore it with more comfort, as they 
observed,, {(xt having paid {ot it in solid gold. 
This peerage of the English Commons they 
looked upon as their own, and» like Sebright or 
Bacon, any one of them would no doubt have 
scorned .a& dbvation to the honours of the higgler 
peerage. 

In the y^ar 1808, 1 remember visiting Euston 
Park* Its then possessor. Sir Tboniaa Euston, 
XQarried perhaps at the commenoement of the 
centuiy, was m^rounded by a lovdy, rifiing 
family. Three boys there W€9*e and a ffx\f 
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L^AMOBOSO. 5 

beautiful, as En^sh children of rsnk ever are, 
noble^ in|;enuou8, full of frolic, of promifle, and 
of health. How ddightful an olijeot daes such 
a fiEunily presaoit to the jwmg odntemplatnt, 
upon whose vision life has loiot yet cast its 
sombre shade, and whom experieiiee hath not 
yet taught to descry the iKSr feretofeeiied in the 
bud ! How can I ev^ behc^ «iteli widiout a 
sigh and retrospect to that litde *graiip ! The 
eldest of his boys, Sir Thofmas loit by the miruli- 
nessof afkvouritebiMise; andni^eflaDieyear, 
whilst letters were on their way to recidl the 
remaining hoipea of his fkniily> the one was cut 
oShy a fever at Lisbon, $xd the oifaer in die 
field of Ortfies. 

Sir Th^nas Euston was stuniied, and quite 
unmanned l^ this triple blow. It was the first 
time for a kog course of centuries, that the 
family was without a lineal heir ; but Providence 
had dealt it, and nought was left but to sdbmit 
Sir Thomas did perhi^ too much so : for from 
the bustlk^, active chamcter that he had been, 
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he at once became indolent, timorous, moody, 
and seemingly alive to no consideration save his 
late loss, and his surviving daughter. Lady 
Euston I shall defer pourtraying : she was in 
fact little more than that commcm compound of 
weakness, that goes to make up three^fourths 
of man as well as of liFomankind. She was a 
mother little calculated to command the respect 
of a petulant and vivadous daughter, and 
extremely unfit to guide the young female 
through any of those tr3dng scenes of life, that 
do beset young maidens early. Thus it was, 
that the young Matilda, as she grew up, ac- 
quired gradually the command of her mother, 
by that law of nature, which in despite of age, 
subjects the weaker to the more energetic spirit, 
and almost of her father, so great was the baro- 
net's increasing apathy and abandonment, and 
so much were all his thoughts concentered in 
the indulgence of his only child. 

Why need I describe to my readers a lovely 
Dnglish girl, fair, graceful, tall? Every quality 
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personal and mental luxuriated in her, from the 
blood in her cheek and the clusters cm her brow, 
to the spirit that beamed in her eye when glad, 
and was re^daced by a tear in the first moment 
of emotion. But Matilda's, however secure it 
might seem in health', was not the kind, the spe- 
cimen of youth, that age contemplates with 
pleasure. Delicacy was the prevailing expres- 
sion even of her person, and her traits of beauty, 
like the farinous colours of the butterfly, seemed 
perishable and frail. One dreaded to see love- 
liness and vivadty borne into the world upon 
such slender wings. The mind of Matilda cor- 
responded to this exterior promise of her per- 
son; it was of most ddicate texture — ^buoyant, 
timid, sanguine, and yet often steeped in that 
sobriety of mood, that demands but the com- 
mon causes of life to become despondency. 
FearfuUy susceptible, her feeUngs seemed spun 
of the gossamer, and yet strung, as tightly as 
such subtle thread would allow. The mere 
caprices of childhood in her assumed the tag- 
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ness of pMMOB, wad such was €Yen her iofisat 
agitatioa 'when sbiikeii by sngcr or moFed by 
pityi that ^evea a li^d parait ettuU not ha^e 
visited her panoxysms with the nsglect or the 
punidunent that gen^raUy fbUows sudi. Lady 
Euston was not that rigid pearenty and Madlda 
was an only child — but to do her, as well asothcar 
mothers, justice, it may be asserted, that tamy 
an infant is bora^ what is vidlgsriy called a spotted 
child, to a degcee that ^hewtiDost indulgence ean 
scarcely reader worse. 

Such was the case, it is to be feared, with Ma- 
tilda. And in the poMtibns that hsr brothers' 
death had left her, an heiness, theonly hope of 
fond parents, k was not to be hoped or expected 
that such propeoBities would be strongly or 
effectually coiinteracted. Still, ia the pure atmo- 
sphere of Euglish life, this indocility of the yoong 
maiden coukl not be hwked upon as materially 
pernicious, her pasaotts grew ungovernable to 
be sure,«^l>ut dien the object they aimed at, the 
motives that infiasned them, were innocent ; and 
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idl that was Tirtimts, alirict, and pure, wae at 
loxuk befiwre herjsyen, mad as nmch re¥ered, as 
if MatiUa had be^ tte best tempered of gids, 
and most docHe of duldnen. 

When yoath begms tofi«d ks will powerful 
and ^ectiTe, it dearly loves to exa:^ise it ; and 
Matilda, when she found her first whfan listened 
tO| remained not lc»ig without another. These 
desires at first were simple and natuTiid enough—- 
to attend sudi a ball-^to visit such a waterii^ 
place — the possession <rf a trinket— H>f a horse-^ 
and in nothing was she thwarted. A mind of 
less feeling would have tmde undue use of this 
ascendency over bar pareE^; not so Madlda— 
die was satisfied mik the opoaaional excitement 
ctf these little s6urce8<^ variety » and in the m^n 
hsr Hlie at Ettston Park was pass^ in happiness 
and content. 

Wi& years, however, efOBffig up^ naturally in 
he* mind a deeper and more serious source of 
excitement. Like all fine-strung minds of sen- 
sitiveness and pastton, Ma^a^s wasearly visited 
b3 



Digitized 



by Google 



10 l'^amoboso. 

with dreams of love : she read much, and with 
ardour, and thence might have imUbed prema- 
ture feelings of tenderness, but her own spirit 
was of itself sufficient to produce them, preco- 
cious as it was rendered by sensibility and ima- 
gination. Situated as she was in the world, it 
is not to be supposed that she could rest un- 
sought by swains, wiUing to respond to these 
her springing sentiments ; and some approached 
Matilda more attracted by her beauty than her 
wealth. These the maiden*s penetration easily dis- 
covered, and one of them especially she selected, 
the worthiest of the throng, to whom if she did 
not give her heart exactly, yet she regarded him 
with feelings, nearest to those which ^e longed 
to feel excited in her breast. The true, deep 
feelings these were not; but love throws his sha- 
dow far before him, and oft overcasts the heart 
with it, as a faint foretoken of him, ere he comes 
to occupy it fully with his own agitating and 
proper presence. 

This faint first essay of love, if I may so call 
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it, was in Matilda's breast as warm a passion 
perhi^ as the full feeling in the breast of mcMre 
temperate minded females. We may therefore 
pardon both her and her lover for mistaking the 
fictitious for the real. And never was youth 
made more happy by mistake, than Ralph Max- 
well was rendered by this. He was the son of 
a neighbouring gentleman, — Matilda^i equal in 
-birth, and one who, if not from possessions^ at 
least from expectations, might aspre without 
presumption to the heiresses hand. Such an 
event, however, though encountered by no visi- 
ble difficulty, was still necessarily deferred, even 
the consideration of it, from the youth of the 
parties. Ralph Maxwell pursued Matilda many 
monthis, a constant and enamoured lover, and, 
excepting some unaccountable fits of coldness 
that might have been construed as both caprice 
of a£Pection, the maiden smiled upon the youth, 
and no enemy appeared except time, to the com- 
pletion of his wishes. ' 

In the mean while it so happened, most un- 
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luckily for the petce of Ba^ thtt the power 
of Napckfoa becsme ms by a mirade diasolved ; 
war was declared at an end, and the Coirtment 
qpened to our insidar ctirioisity. The nmids of 
Englisboien bang .ttccustomed to contenqpiate 
the rise and £U1 dT empires, and to hang iqpon 
the fate of armies, could not re8%n themedves at 
cmce to the dull and newskss state of peace, 
without seeking to supply the means of ex- 
citement which thcgr had lost 1^ some other as 
absinrbing. Foreign travel alone appeared to 
supply this void, and all who oould) or deemed 
they could, a£Ebrd the gratification, rudied to 
enjoy it. At first it was but the higher ordtf s 
who ventured to taste tlus long forbidden cttp<-<- 
even the rich comnumer feared in the com* 
mencing days of peace to make sobdd a step as 
that across the English channel-«4>ut as the few 
nohle avanUxmriers of English whdesale emi- 
graticm returned, lesser men and lesser fortunes 
took courage, and sped to Calais, ^ashamed of 
their former backwardness and fears. 
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Forw<u:d axkd enlerprisuig a» had l»eii Ae 
wishes df MatiUay even she did not dare to ohd- 
ceiye the hope of visiting France or Italy, tiU 
upon spending an eTening at Lady Bedesmere^s 
mansion, her Ladyship expatiated on the novelties 
of foreign sights and society; on such a subject 
it then required as little eloquence to be intew 
resting, as know requires much to be new, and 
Matilda from the very first saitemse was a lost 
listener. This absorbed attention but encou- 
raged her Ladyship to continue imd enlarge 
upon the topic, and poor Matilda was henceforth 
in a new world. As dae stepf)ed into her 
father^s carriage, she actually looked to see if the 
horses were towr, beiNTidden by these postilions, 
and these jaek-bo(Hs, of whk^ she had just heard 
so much ; and for ihe first time she repined at 
returning to the cmnmon English abode of 
Euston Park. 

That very night it was decided in Matilda's 
mind, that h^ parents and herself should travel^ 
and should set forth immediately. She did not 
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speak all the way home, and after arrival did 
not sleep, accusing herself for hot having already 
persuaded the old folk and arranged their depar- 
ture — ^in dreams she already visited the desired 
shores, and fancied them — anything but she af- 
terwards found them. , Matilda entered the break- 
faist parlour on the foUowing morning with an 
unusual flush, that alarmed her anxious parents : 
the alarm but the more favoured her intentions, 
and disarmed Sir Thomas and his lady from op- 
position— in the end inevitably to prove useless. 
The old however always combat instinctively all 
' sudden resolutions, and Matilda spent the whole 
day in expostulation, and she satisfactorily gained 
her point. Sir Thomas promised to think of it, 
and this promise, the consequence of which Ma- 
da well knew, satisfied her of the evelit. 
" And poor Ralph, what will he say when he 
hears of this ?^' urged Lady Euston to her 
daughter. 

" Ralph, mamma, — I know,he will be delighted, 
as I am myself, at the thought. ^Tis parting to be 
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sure, — but then, you know, we'll write — what de- 
light—every day; and I shall have so much to tell 
Ralph. I long to see him, that I may tell him." 

Lady Euston herself, feeble powers of pene- 
tration as she possessed, could not avoid here 
fathoming the little depth of her daughter'^s affec- 
tions. She sighed, and merely observed, that 
Ralph Maxwell was not likely to be so suddenly 
delighted. 

That young gentleman was not long in learning 
the fatal news, that struck prophetically a death- 
blow to his hopes. He hurried to Matilda, 
reasoned and raved^with her; but the idea of 
travel rose paramount in her mind to that of love, 
and she saw no reason why one happiness should 
preclude the other. In the sincerity, but mo- 
derate ardour of affection, she soothed the 
fearful anxiety of her lover, mocked at his fore^ 
bodings, and laughed him from the frenzy of 
disappointed, at least of contradicted, passion. 

" Ah, Matilda, if you loved, as I do, you 
could not be thus overflowing with delight at a 
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prcgect th«t sqwrates us, and leavies nie repin- 
ing, and behind/' 

<' Say, if I feared, Balph^I love with cdnfi 
denoe,-^I a woman — how mudi nuireoughtyou?^^ 

^^ To love with confideooe is not to bve. Ma* 
tilda. Erery word you utter inspires me with 
disti-ust." 

^'Nay, if j(m wish to quarrel, Ralph — But 
see, is it not natural ? We both love, and both 
are grieved at parting, even at this momentary 
parting, to meet again with new sources of de- 
light. You are die stationary, and must weep. 
I have read so, Ralph. Motion and novdty 
await me, and dry my te«*s, even when my 
heart reflects to thee."" 

With this rational consolaticm from his mis- 
tress, young Maxwell was forced to test con- 
tented, his spleen still continuing to vent itself 
(Ml ^x)gs, Frenchm^, and every conunental 
thing, animate or inanimate. 

Sir Thomas t^red no c^pposition to his 
daughter's widi; on consideration he even 
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thought it delightful likely to be productive of 
amusement and distraction to himself, of health 
to all, and of instruction and improvement to 
Matilda. Arrangements were not long in 
making, nor passports in procuring, and a 
month had not elapsed since Lady Bedesmere^s 
hint, when the Euston family, well provided 
with valets and couriers, roUed along the Kent 
road to Dover in their travelling equipage. 
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CHAPTER II. 



Thk placing of her foot on Calais pier, sim- 
ple as was the action, communicated to Matilda 
a stronger sensation of pleasure than perhaps 
she had ever experienced. Ralph Maxwell, 
England, and Euston Park, vanished with all 
her regrets ; a curtain seemed for her let down 
upon the past, and another drawn to disclose the 
novelty of the present and the future. Here I 
am, was the extent of her reflections, but what a 
circle of delight stretched around that little 
centre ! So great was the overwhelming plea- 
sure of the consciousness, that even all the 
strange objects that surrounded her seemed not 
to attract her attention. One^s mind in such an 
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hour is placid with excess of enjoyment, and 
rests, like that most oriental of all insects, (in 
despotic' and every other sense of the term,) a 
spider, quietly contemplating the cunning woven 
net work that imagination spreads around. 
Such a state is the nearest waking approach to 
the sweet absorption of a dream. 

"After Calais nothing is strange." The 
Eustons arrived in Paris, eagerly sought, and 
with some difficulty obtained, an entrSe into 
French society, of which they endeavoured to 
constitute themselves members, by imitating at 
first the modes of dress and address : they soon 
found this was not enough, and the conversa- 
tional persiflage of high-bred Parisians was 
assumed, at least affected. This imitation of 
their French acquaintance, on the part of Matilda 
and her mother, commenced to be sure with 
ribbons and trifles, and Sir Thomas did not 
deign to protest against such whimsies ; ,the stu- 
dious asamilationhowevCT soon extended beyond 
garb ; and in a little time our female travellers 
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began to take the French as models m feding as 
well as in taste. The Frendi female was soon dis- 
covered to be more a woman of the world, mcnre 
approaching the ideal c^ bon ton aadfashiiHi- 
able ease. Tojncs, woids, alluddos, that at any 
former period would have made the blood rush 
to the cheeks of j^ther mother or daughter, began 
to steal out, and to be borne in the conversa- 
tions. The line of decorum was sudd^y ex- 
tended, and, as usual in such cases, extended 
somewhat beyond that from which they ct^ed. 
All this seemed manifest self4mprovement to 
Matilda^ and refinement to Lady Euston ; while 
Sir Thomas, for to do them the justice, men 
adhere longer to honorable prejudices, was left 
alone, and over argued in his old ideas and 
protestations against the new, by the now poly- 
glot tongues of his wife and child. 

I need not give in detail the revolution ef- 
fected in our young heroine^s taste and ideas. It 
was gradual : at first she a^ired France and 
the Fr^ich for this quality and that perfectioi). 
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but the condusioa of her argument always coin^ 
cided witli the burdens of Sir Thomas, — there 
was nc^ing like old En^and ; but evea these 
saqred reservations (^ patriotism by. (hgcee^ 
wore away, and soon the exclamation was, " If 
it weren't for poor Ralph, I did not care, if I 
never saw England agam." Poor Ralph, then^ 
was the only remaining link left of the chain 
that bound Matilda to h^ native soil, and how 
friul that surviving link was some timp since 
has been seen. It was far weaker now. 

One winter afforded the ladies qmte sufficient 
of Parisian society. Indeed, a suniiarly short 
space seems universally to content all Englisli 
adventurers in that foreign region ; to us the 
fashionaUe, and all society in France, is a kind 
of polar realm of discomfort. The smile oi 
never^ttmg sun-shine is always glistening on 
the polished sur£EU;e> but its ray is far more 
dazzling than cheering. We cannot make our- 
selves at home in so strange a place^ where we are 
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at best received with a gaze of curiosity and mis- 
trust. The utmost that can be done is to make 
oneself comfortable for a single experimental 
winter, and then sail| upon the breaking up of 
the frost, to more congenial seas and climes. 

There is a facility of amusement about the 
French, quite unenjoyable by the English, and 
inconceiveable to them. Ourideasof good fellowr 
ship and society are substantial — we Uke to be 
excited and entertained highly when we come 
together. But to be dressed, and to go out, and to 
chat, is enough for the Parisian dame ; she looks 
neither for feasting, nor wit, nor yet for any 
intellectual intercourse — she will dress in all her 
jewels to appear at her friend'*s soirSe — ^when 
she and all the company will feel themselves 
sufficiently amused by a child set to dance, 
or to prate with naiviU — ^this with a sorbet or 
an ice contents her. She is the most amuseablc 
being in life. Not to the .Englishwoman. And 
one, I believe, cannot be found disinterested. 
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and at the same time experienced on the point, 
that would not pronounce the choicest French 
society a horc^ 

. Towards the close of winter, Lady Button 
and Matilda began to be of this opinion, and 
to slacken very much in their ardour for hal 
and soirie. The carnival fatigued them to 
satiety, and incited their restless imagination 
to divine other sources of delight. Sir Thomas, 
without having partaken of their early plea- 
sures or enthusiaffloas, . was equally tired with 
them of the French metropolis, and it soon be- 
came agreed, in consequence, that with the first 
swallow, their migrating steps should be directed 
to Italy, in order to explore that hitherto un- 
tasted mine of novelty and excitement. 

The travelling carriage was again in motion, 
to the dehght of Matilda. As she traversed the 
flat waste of France, extending in desert unpic- 
turesqueness, comparisons with the lovely and 
varied landscape of England^ could not but in^ 
trude, in spite of the gathered mass of prejudice 
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that now encrusted her pure English feeling ; 
but a passing sigh to Ralph and Euston Hall 
concluded the retrospect. 

The mere consciousness of journeying south- 
ward would have proved on the occasion, a 
counterbalance even to real sorrow, if such 
there was. But no dead weight of the kind 
was (m the light heart of Matilda, who aban- 
doned herself with all the elasticity of youth to 
anxious expectancy and anticipation of the 
scenes she was about to visit. 

A knowledge of the facts that I am about to 
relate, prejudices my mind, I fear, and leads me to 
depreciate, or treat slightingly, the motives and 
e£S^ts of foreign travel* Perhaps so— I, confess 
it — ^but alas ! have reason to entertain these opi- 
nions : they are confined, however, to the social 
consequences of travel^and the baneful influence 
that a too unguarded and free intercourse with 
the inhabitants of those more relaxed countries, 
ever has on the pure and morally unarmed 
youth of Britain. It is this alone that calls 
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forth my spleen; but to the enjoyment of 
nature in these her suUimest scenes, I cannot 
either be blind or adverse. No sensations arc 
at once so ennobling and delightful ; no plea- 
sure so rapturous, and at the same time so 
lasting, as the view that imprints itself on the 
imagination, and at once etemali^ses itself in 
the memory, accompanied with the host of feel- 
ing and ideas, to which it gives birth. If any 
thing short of misfortune can awaken and 
arrest the apathetic, the degenerating mind, it is 
this intercoursdwitb nature's grandeur ; it is when 
awed by the immensity of her works, or when 
touched with the beauty of them, that we throw 
off the weight of self-flattery and false con- 
tent, and become excited into that pure state of 
energetic consciousness, so friendly to self-know- 
ledge, to exertion, to amendment. 

The sensibility of Matilda proved all this ; in 
the splendid scenery of the Jura, and of the 
mightier Alps, her mind flung oft' for the mo- 
vpent much that was pemidous. She was 

VOL. I. c 



Digitized 



by Google 



{S6 l'ahohoso. 

moved, elicited, interested— the enthimaim of 
the IBnglifth girl w» rekindled— nffjr, the ^ide 
of her patriotism flowed a^in, and on behead- 
ing the cultivated G^nevese vallay, with its ver- 
dant little paetures and encloeuves, the thoi^its 
of Matilda recurred so tenderly and foroibkjr^ 
to England, that the teans ctf pure ^anttment 
once more fell ifrom her eyes. 

'Her resolutions then were perhaps wofthy of 
Teeord, but I have idi^eady perhaps been'too 
didactic, and therefore hurry on with -my tale. 
Our English -family passed the Alps, having de- 
layed however in Switzerland until thetsprii^ 
had advanced into summer. In Milan, and in 
Venice, they tarried a little, but the heat of the 
elimate tbey found to incommode them, and Sir 
Thomas especially seemed to suffer much from 
it. The time had been ill chosen ; but now, 
upon the far side 'of the Alps, to ustum seemed 
timorous and-fiekle. The baths* of Lucca w«re 
recommended to Sir Thomas as wholesome rand 
rettovative, and ibdrneighbouilMod as the^best 
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siHuner vesidence he eould choose in Italy. 
Thithei then^ey 'hunned acvois the Apponbie ; 
«nd sjnoaptiHns tft^it Thomas EcwtpnJ&denliniog. 
beakh kkBrauseddiiringithe journey to an.JEdacm- 
ing degree. He arrived at the rcQomiaeiided 
-spot, and for a ^hile rallied. JSut ^tanrasiinmun.; 
^even in Eustcxi Park his shalc^i spirit would 
not have long sunrived imder the languid jma« 
l»dy that ^preased on him ; and the lingoes of 
travel, with the change of cliouite, hafftenfd the 
catastrophe ^nigst probably but a littk ^^p^ce. 
On hia daath-bed Sin TJiomaa called hia daughter 
to him, and as Matilda, knelt and w^.upop 
her dying parent's ihand, .he thus addnsted 
her:-— 

*^ My-duld, my only child; I levve yuainui 
foreign land, and that is>the oiUy thought that 
now ^Qftlntters my lasthoi^r. Would to hmmen, 
Matilda, that we had nefar quitted our ipive 
jBn^Mi heme ! For I hare long^observedihow 
«aiich you haye been eha]|ged--not materially, 
I trfwt. $ 4iope, and theu^ woiy and m my 
c8 
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i^tby left you to yourself. But this is the 
last hour that I have left for speaking. Hear 
me, Matilda, and treasure up my djring words. 
You have given yourself up to foreign modes 
and foreign feelings — they are not such as will 
render an English woman happy, at least not 
with an English husband— and heaven f(N*bid 
you should ever be united to another ! You 
have adopted them from whim, but such imita- 
tion is contagious; people begin with adopting 
a part, and they end by adopting the whole. It 
has been so with you, Matilda ; your very 
English blush has long ceased to flush your 
cheek with innocence. And deep^ still, my 
child, I fear, the canker has gone. Your re- 
ligion, your duty towards your Maker, that 
God, whom I am about to meet, and whom you 
must meet also in your time, how have you 
neglected it — been shaken in it, in these lands 
of either bigoted superstition or fadiionable in- 
credulity! Recall your steps, your thoughts, 
my child, or peace cannot attend you in this 
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world, nor be hoped for in the next. It is my 
last request.'' 

The Baronet blessed his daughter, and the 
tears of parental affection and filial sorrow were 
mingled on the couch. 

A few hours afterSir Thomas Euston breathed 
his last. 

A near male relation, who had been summoned 
from England upon the first appearance of 
dangerous Sjrmptoms, arrived to superintend the 
conveyance of the body to England. The 
worldly affairs of Matilda were entrusted to the 
same friendly care and arrangement. And it 
was so settled, that the widow and her daughter 
should remain for some months at least in Italy. 
Lucca they immediately left, and while the re- 
mmns of. Sir Thomas were on their melancholy 
route to England, Lady Euston and her daughter 
directed their steps still further from thdbr na- 
tive country, bending their course to Rome in 
the first instance, and after a very short delay 
in the imperial city, to Naples, 
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" BelU Napoli, oh ^Mnto, i priml d\ ! 
Chiaja, e il VetuTio^ e I^ortlci, e Toledo 
Coi MtoMfU oh* MMtan U ; 
I il gran ehiasso e il gran motb ehlo ei ve dp, "^ 
y anrti TStla cMMmmt digfuuo. 
Fan at «ho fuggon Tore e noa n'aTvedo. 

TiArs oouM die lighe of Sofi&i cAtt m flow rf 
comie flfArit iitto the breatt ^en #f dm milkfii 
Alfieri. Up0b die Eai^isJhrtsnrvtriiers of die pre- 
sent day^ 00 wilUng tb'be pkas^drond pratie to be 
(feli^htedyin diiffunjiketbe Smelftangugesof oldy 
the* i f e d deii e e ' at Naiplesv it9 cro^wd, its bc&sde, tbe 
prospeetd cf it and tfoia k, formv with die exce^ 
tion perikapy of lUsfmeto die olame victory objects 
of more imeresf aYid deKght, than dve ra^ of Ital j 
contains. After imperial Rome too, the tra^ 
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Teller is in hawy apt to ttndmrate tbe negni- 
ficenoe of Naplesi; and hs purauea, hb. jiMiisiiiy 
•outhward moM to enjoy the^limate^ the Tie>M (^ 
Vesuvius^ perimps^ andioilthe Baip^ tiiao fi» the 
sttke of visitiDg the lovelwsii and noal u^al Qihy 
of Hsociem Italy: To Matilda this i^easiag difh 
aj^intmenl]^ that- generally stnkes the tra^vell^ 
on the sight of Naple% was e¥en stronger, frovi 
her having, very jnslsly indeed as an unlearned 
female, thoii^ht Rome a hideoiMpkeQE; and 9b« 
did not think to be compensated in Naples^ as 
£Mr as she could }udge fcomi the eomfi»rt or 
Imiury that die experknced ontlw voaA thither. 
The nearer Ae iqsproached the espital ef 
3ou4)herR Italy, tiie rude rural: beauty,, that had 
rendered part of the route so delight&il, ittterly 
disappeared, and fer the many tedious miles that 
the carriage rolled over the flat surfiuoe of Gam- 
panic»", thedii^st was thiekening in the minds 
of the traveUers,^ and creating thaitbest possibk 
state of feeling Iw unexpected beauty to burst 
upon. 
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In obedience to the tasteful courier, the car- 
riage approached Naples by King Joachim's 
new road, and without the least warning or 
glimpse of previous beauty, Uie sweep of a few 
seconds brought them full in that commanding 
point of view, beneath which extends all Niqples, 
its castellated heights oi precipitous descent, yet 
clustered all the way down, with white rows of 
streets and palaces, amphitheatrically piled — at 
their foot lay huddled together the houses of the 
lower city ; beyond the ample bay extended to 
the distance; while to the left arose Vesuvius in 
unassuming grandeur, not a curl of smoke could 
be percdved upon its summit — there it stood in 
calm, like a despotic monarch in his court, 
smiling and at ease, — ^the very vineyards clus- 
tered up the mountain side, and man evai feared 
not tobuild, reliant on its smile. Matilda shud- 
dered at their hardihood, who thus could pursue 
the ways of gain and life on the volcano's side. 

But above all these objects of wond^ and 
beauty, in which Naples and its vicinity abound^ 
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perhaps the most astounding is — its main street— 
the Toledo. Not for its beauty ^it is a filthy 
place, nor its size, for though long perhaps and 
large as any of our streets, there is nothing in this 
to excite one's wonder. But it is the restless 
crowd, that never once in the twenty-four hours 
cease to fill and move throughout the space — 
the guard of idleness is regularly relieved there ; 
if the beau be not lounging, the mechanic is there 
eating his maccaroni or his water melon aljreaco ; 
even in the mid and morning hours of the night, 
when all other cities are hushed in slumber, the 
Toledo is not empty ; and morning, noon, and 
night, the stream of human life flows through it, 
as its chosen bed. It would serve as a vestal's 
temple to the goddess of life-*her lamp is never 
extinguished in it. 

Lady Euston, however, and her daughter were 
directed in search of an abode far beyond this 
quarter, so unrivalled in its noise and crowd. 
It was in the elegant retirement of the Chiaia 
that apartments were prepared for them. The 
c 8 
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scefli ie^^ £Iyriaa to Mota^, wBose heart, 
tf^y l^tMikto by her fond fatfier^s dead), and 
Weighed down smcte, here felt all despondency 
ftt ftoto otf it At once. *• If Bfe Werd but this," 
laid she, as the leant forth to contemplate the 
k^ene, ^* the pkasure and enjoyment of it contd 
content me/' Matilda thought this compromise 
would be genetotts on her part :^^** A well-dressed 
be«f.-sieak and tt botde of wide will satisfy me at 
all times,** said the yotmg soldier, getting forth 
td coBflrtneflce his fit«t cartiprfgn— and the reflec- 
tion of Matildii Was formed with an equal 
pUfe-seiettcerf ftittite suffering. The day was not 
di^nt, when to ^tijoy thrit iscehe fbr eVen a sh^le 
hdur with the sdf-tttme feeling thttt then cm- 
ttfmd h6i*, rfie Would have given all that she 



But I antidpate. Society is no preservi at 
Naples, and the EUstons wete of course ad- 
mitted into alL Their ccHbpatiriots they laet 
once a week or fortnight at the ambassador's 
parties ; but berfe there was toe much gravity 
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kept }^ woA ike ^ompwy w^ of too mingled 
4 kind ta be i^tiraotive. Ib Diq first years of 
petee our envoys were obliged not tx> be over 
ptrticAikr^ and the parvintt^ tbsi^ could afford a 
ooach and four, and a aeer^ary of state's pass- 
port, jostled himself into company that he had 
i^nink from at home. To descend in Italimi 
society was venial, for that was seeing Ufe, hut 
in mere English vulgarity there was not even 
variety to recompense. There is mora than 
this, however, in the reason that always causes 
Engliidi to avoid English abroad**-*^^ an English* 
man to be sure does not travel to see Englisb* 
VMfa ;^ but this antipathy thi^ makes mie recoil 
fnHn a eotintrjrman requires &rthfir explanation. 
And it is this : we all travel for vanity, fbr the 
soke of being and having been in such a fdace ; 
henee jealousy against those who share, and 
ecmsequently lessen the honour^' Those are 
vulgar £eelmgs to be sure ; but we are much 
mistaken if they do not at times even actuate 
the high-bom. 
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It was €veA inconoeivAble to Matilda herself, 
why she should frown upon her young compa- 
triots. She did sa Foreign address, for^gn 
adulation, foragn enthusiasm captivated her. 
Italy too was the land of the arts, and Italians 
alone understood the finer feelings inspired by 
those intellectual sisters. The verses of Tasso 
had ever been familiar to Matilda; she knew of 
no English poetry that touched the heart, with- 
out a smack of foreign in it. Byron was a self- 
adopted Italian — the muse of Moore revelled 
either in oriental or occidental fancy, and the 
northern scenes of Scot, so flexible was her 
geography, she placed in the same poetic latitude, 
at least with those of Ariosto. Of Italian music, 
too; Miss £uston had become a rapturous ad- 
mirer : her mother had of course a box at St. 
Carlos, overflowing each evening with crowds 
of critical amateurs, and the comparative merits 
of Davide and Nozzari, of Cimarosa and Pae- 
sieUo often disturbed her rest. Shemade the most 
vigorous efforts also at comprehending the 
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occult meri^ bad excellencies of the art of paint- 
ing; but this lay altogether too deep for her, 
and on this point, at least, Matilda was doomed 
to reluctant ignorance. 

Whilst Matilda devoted herself with enthu- 
siasm to these thoughts and pursuits, Lady 
Euston was almost equally immersed and de- 
lighted with the mysterious whispers, and cAtoc- 
chera of Italian society. As despotism has ever 
Yvled the imhappy land, and condescends even 
to punish an unguarded expres^on, society has 
the air of crouching under the tyrannic rod ; 
none speak freer or bolder than its members do 
on all points perhaps, — but this very freedom is 
used with precaution, in comers, in select groups, 
in close curtained opera boxes. Nothing can be 
said to make a noise at Naples ; for were the 
news but that his Majesty had caught a sore throat, 
the profound secret would be circulated in a 
whisper from princess to duchess, from duchess 
to countess, and so down through all the graduat- 
ing orders of the state, till it reached Pulici- 
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ndb^ who would pertuipt canHHittimte it to his 
audience in bis own Aj rifatJdrjr. 

AU this mock importance, that gave an air of 
intrigue to the mere chit-chat of the day, de- 
lighted Lady Euston. And scarce did she fail 
a day in visiting a gossip of this school, the 
Principessa Caradori, (to degrade the word 
princess by making it stand for a Neapolitan 
title so common, I could not tlunk.) The Prin- 
cipessa had been an intriguante at court in the 
days c^ Queen Carciine and her dear friend 
Lady Hamilton; and she had not since 
ceased to practice the arts she had learned in so 
perfect a school. Independent of the petty 
manceuvres of the day, of which she was deefdy 
cognizant, her memory^ was a mine of anecdote 
and intrigue,— how interesting, I need not sav, 
to greedy English ears, to which formgn scandal 
k almost more piquant than domestic. Here 
was a new school for Matilda; quite another 
kind of princifde, of virtue, of honour, from that 
she had been taught to reverence, had actuated 
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the redl%«M9 Mid hcfroiacs of the Pvin^peaBa's 
tales. Yet the gay ctiflsoiutetiewi and d^Uerous 
intrigue of the one she could not but adimre, 
and could scarce help envjing ^tie pasuonate, 
though fickle hearts, joined with the powerfiid 
fastiinatioi» of the other. 

The Principessa's palace was one of the best 
attended at Naples. From fbnner connections 
she was of course well with the oourt, and her 
interest there was now greater than ever, from 
her b^g the bosom friend of La Pattana, the 
king's mistress, or rather wife by a left-handed 
marriage; the rdyal ministers were always seen 
at her conversaziones^ and Medici himself was 
in the habit of enjoying there his game of whisky 
as he called it. If the cavalkr minister be not 
a better calculator in finance than he is at whist, 
he makes but a blundering hand of it^ revenues 
of the kingdom of Naples. 9ull his heavy 
visage is an honest one. 

The puUic society at die Caradori palace was 
brilliAiit ; the select circle was d^ghtfol, ev«:i t<» 



Digitized 



by Google 



40 l'amoroso. 

Matilda, quiet as the amusement might be — a 
little gaming^ a little njiusic, chi^her^j much in- 
trigue, for whatisNeapplitan life withoutit ? The . 
charm, however, consisted principally in the fami- 
liar tone that reigned throughout it ; — the ease, 
the infantine good humour, and forward feel- 
ing, to which every one gave themselves up. The 
freedom of manner and conversation was such, 
as would have shocked either Matilda or Lady 
Euston a year previous, but it was the current 
coin of the society they had long been in, and 
it was only what it passed for, not the super- 
scription that they now regarded The conversa- 
tion was the very opposite of that persiflage 
which had disgusted them in French society— it 
was either deep, serious, argumentative, impas- 
sioned, or else it was trifling and silly, even to 
the verge of exti:eme folly. The French blend 
these qualities ; they are always light in tone 
and in the turp of conversation, even when the 
remarks are profound — they are ashamed of 
feeling, even when agitated by its working, and 
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let it escape but under a proper guard of the 
comic, to defend it from ridicule. On the other 
hand, they never give themselves wholly up to 
mischief, and never let fun degenerate into 
bufiFoonery. 

The Italian on the contrary is in extremes. He 
is utterly without vanity, consequently without 
the petty notions of reserve, and pursues his 
mood, whether it be of feeling or of humour, to 
its farthest point. Excited, aroused, he is the 
ancient Roman, or the ancient Samnite, full of 
fire, energy, and all the sublime of passion ; when 
related, amused, as he is unprompted by vanity 
to preserve what other people call dignity and 
self-respect; he dwindles to the modem Puli^i- 
nello, and thinks that in the demeanor of 
private life there can be no debasement : — as to 
his public or political character, he is what cir- 
cumstances have made him, a non-entity. What 
constitutes patriotism and public spirit in our 
happier land is complex feeling, an aggregate 
of subtle, links and bonds that prevade all the 
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members of a oountry, lead> to and from eveiy 
breast — a coocussioa giv^i to any, port of vrbith 
is, like an electrio shock, <^ felt aking the line,'^ 
and communicated to alii It is not the amfde 
energies of each spirit considered apart, tliat with- 
us constitutes the noble whole of our liberty 
and independenca; it exists but in die bond 
that unites us, die conneeting^ irintosphere of opi*. 
nion tiiflt surrounds and connects us* The ill- 
fiu»d subject of southern governments knows 
nothing of this far^pread sympatiiy — to pubUe 
life or feeling he does not exist, and the propen- 
sity to patnotisnv findii^ itself a singularity 
8»d a soiscJSBi, unfashionable and unprac- 
ticaUe,^ sinks into shame and disuse. There 
man is an isolated being ; bound to his fellows 
by DO tie of interest — the int^lacing bonds, by 
which humanity would connect itself, is ever and 
anon cloven asunder by the sword <d de- 
spotism. It is but the finer and tender links of 
love and private pa»»on that are there allowed ; 
and the vehemence of the south, forbidden t9 
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m^eiit and min^e itaeH- in party and- pditkal 
inteiegtB, throiws itself all into these finer feelings. 
Forbidden ta d^eam of ambition^ the Italian 
devotes himself to We — it is the only v&d that 
his enthuiuasm is permitted— and to love alone 
be rtishes with all the wdditr of undirided 
spirit. 

Matilda could not but perceive this bright 
side of Italian' character-^ the ardovKr with which 
the Italimi pursues and wor^ps female beauty, 
in the first impulse of his heart. The ficUe- 
ness, the eoldaess, immcn-ality, and worthless- 
nem of that heart, once recovered frcmi this first 
impulse, she did not as soon descry. Anumgst 
the gayest and most assiduous visitors of the 
Caradori palace, Mi^ilda had remarked, and 
aYid been remarked by, the Conte D'^Avellino. 
He was a youth of the most prepossessing ap- 
pearance, noble, frank, mfouS^^wms a scjdkr, 
had att;uned the vstak oi Golond itk Napoleon's^ 
at least in Murat's war»^ which fairly entitled 



Digitized 



by Google 



44 L' amoroso: 

him to the Bourbonic rank of Genera), which 
he bore under Ferdinand. With all the air 
and fascinations of a man of gallantry, D^Avel- 
lino had by no means the character, although 
he enjoyed, perhaps, more of the reality, than 
half the dull cavaliers and patiti^ that publicly 
attached themselves to this or that dame, with 
all the slavery and courtesy of married life, 
affecting and allowed to affect the appearance 
of an intrigue, and content with that appear- 
ance. D'Avellino was too French, too spirited, 
independent and passionate, for these hum- 
drum intrigues of the old school. The 
slavery of marriage he thought bad enough, but 
to burden one's self gratis with all its pains and 
none of its privileges, was a penalty, which the 
young Count was resolved not to pay, even in 
obedience to fashion. Accordingly a certain 
number of minutes was the limit of his stay in 
any fair one's box or boudoir — in society he 
went his rounds, and was ever in motion, linger- 
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ing behind no one's chair, picking up no gloves, 
and keeping seemingly aXooi from the space of 
fascination. 

For reasons best . known to himself, but very 
natural, his countrywomen did not delight him. 
The Neapolitan ladies were never famed for 
beauty, and even the species that does prevail is 
coarse ; they have the souls for imbibing love, 
but not in general the persons that inspire it. 
Hence through the rank of married and unmar- 
ried, D' Avellino had passed heart-whole : of the 
former he could discover none calculated to fix 
him or call forth the energies of his affection ; and 
the latter would as soon have dreamed of as- 
cending the throne, as inspiring a gallant with 
any passion for them. Girls in tb^^ countries 
are mere cyphers, till marriage places an unit 
at their side, and straight they are raetamcnphos^ 
into value. 
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The blonde and novel charms of the English 
girl at once attracted the attention of Avellino. 
The naiveU too, the mirth, and freedom in which 
she indulged, compared with the mute idr of 
convent boarders observed by the young Ita- 
lians of her age, gave the Count further opportu- 
nities of judging. He addressed his passing 
attentions frequently to Lady Euston, — ^for to 
accost her daughter, except in the ceremonious 
request of her hand to a dance, and an adieu as 
ceremonious on reconducting her to her mother's 
side the moment that the dance was finished,— 
any further attention he would have looked upon 
as unpardonable rudeness, and consequently did 
not attempt it. The blithe Matilda understood, 
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and would undearatimd, none of this etiquette, 
^md her .remark was sure to interrupt the dia- 
logue between laady Buston and . Avellino. The 
Italian mistook at first such bd»viour fora chal- 
lenge, but he soon saw that it proceeded from 
simple, innocent nature. The light. tone of Ma- 
tildals iBngliih voice, unfrau^t with that rude 
earnestness, with which the Italian female pours 
forth her words, was a further charm— even her 
mincing mispronunciation delighted hm^ ae-flhe 
closed her mouth upon the full sounds, that 
would have stretched -Italian jaws to th^ widast 
interval, or strained their rotund rvowetsifarough 
her delicate teeth. 

B^Avellino soon became a oonatant vintor.at 
the Oht^, lahnost iwfeed an inmate; so idle 
and abandoned to pleasure is die life of a Neapo- 
litan, thatfaeihas no Tesci^e of time,!but bestows 
it all -vdiere his heart directs. For this reason 
Italian intimates are tofmaatiEnglish insuffn^hle, 
siiieeithe time we domat give 'to occupatun, we 
ioveto:giveatkfpti$oTetiiement.. Tin time toe 
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of' an Englishman's day is minutely portioned 
out, marked and watched — the hours of an Italian 
are all in one — ^he does not even think the twenty- 
four worth dividing, but counts them, as he 
spends them, in the mass. For days together 
the Count would drop in upon the Eustons at 
noon, forget all duties and intentions, lounge or 
accompany them in their walk through the Villa 
Reala, or their drive upon the Mergellina — the 
evening found him at St. Carlos, or perhaps 
elsewhere with them, whence accompanying them 
home, he would sit the live-long night in converse 
with them alone, regardless of the hour, looking 
out perhaps upon the moonlit-bay, engaged with 
Matilda in the labyrinths of pasdonate converse, 
or enjoying, on the piano, the realized feeling 
of the compositions of Bossini or Mozart. 

Propinquity, propinquity, repeat the Tales of 
Miss Edgeworth, is the great parent of love ; — 
no doubt it is, of these predilections, which the 
north^DS nick-name so ; but the heart of true pas- 
sion retains itself for a congenial object, and to it 
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propinquity is often but the parent of disgust. 
But when two such hearts are brought within 
the action of each other'^s beatings, then indeed 
propinquity will suffice to kindle up the mutual 
flame. An intimacy of the kind, we have de- 
scribed, could not long subsist between such 
beings as Avellino and Matilda, without being 
productive of its natural effects. The persons 
of both inspired each with all of the passion that 
form can inspire, and the sentiments that^ven 
more and more freely poured forth each suc- 
ceeding day of their intimacy, brought to its 
highest degree their enthusiasm for one another 
Jjoiy Euston did not interfere ; she would not 
fright away a cavalier, whose attentions evidently 
procured her and her daughter consideration in 
society. Besides, the Count was a man of family, 
of property, and she saw no reason, that confined 
the choice of Matilda to her countrymen. Poor 
Ralph Maxwell was equally forgotten by both 
mother and daughter. 
Like a delicious dream, the brief Neapolitan 
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winter rolled over Matilda^s head— the Ixdd 
patches of snow no longer dared to rest upon the 
burning side of Vesuviw^-and the damp sci- 
rocco ceased to bring its tluree down-days of 
rain. From her window in the Chiaja, Ma^da 
marked the vines grow green on the delicious sides 
of Paualippo, and every shrub that tenanted the 
hanging gardens, from the summit of the Vomero 
down to the sea, began to display the hvery of 
approaching spring. During the cold and damp 
of winter, the Eustons had deferred visiting many 
spots of interest in the vicimty of Naples, until 
the season would render the walk or drive there 
agreeable, not only by its dryness and mildness, 
but by the encreased beauty which verdure 
would add to the scene. Their excursions now 
became frequent, and Avellino was ever the guide 
and companion of the day. More distant trips, 
such as to Psestum and Caserta, they still deferred 
—but to Herculaneum and Pompeii on one side, 
and to Puzzuoli and the bays round Biuae on the 
other,theirconstantsteps were frequently directed. 
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AiiK>pg8l other places that Matilda had not yet 
wted, the tomb of Vh*gil was one — Hie more 
singular, as it was almost discernible from her 
window. But similarly as the possesion of a 
book has the effect of precluding us from opening 
or enjoying it, so an object of the kind within our 
grasp is generally left untasted to the last. One 
evening that Avellino, with Lady Euston and 
Matilda, had strolled out to take a turn in the 
Villa Reale, the latter proposedquitting the dull 
parade, and walking for variety towards the 
grotto. In obedience to her whim, the steps of 
the party were turned thither. " Suppose,^' pro- 
posed Madlda, ^^ we ascend the hill, and visit 
VirgiFs tomb. I declare, I am alwiays asham^ 
when my aght-seeing countrymen ask me how I 
like it, to say I have not been there^ and it so 
near. It looks like a want of taste.^ 

Prompted by this very unworthy motive, Mar 
tilda, supported on the arm of her obsequious 
lover, and followed by Lady Euston, began to 
ascend the steep path that winds through the 
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vineyards of iPausilippo to the eminence, where 
stands the tomb of the Latin poet. ^Twas an 
ascent, to a female, of some difficulty ; but the 
pauses of repose were well filled by turning to 
gaze upon the far sweep of the bay bounded by 
the hills and orange^rowned rocks of Sorrento. 
They at length reached the gate of the vineyard 
leading to the tomb : the Ciceroness was employed 
in doing the honours to some other visitors. She 
soon, however, got through her part, and hurried 
to admit our party. 

The tomb of Virgil, a simple, low-vaulted 
building, half tower and half hovel, once rose by 
the side of, and upon a level with, the Puzzuoli 
road, which at that very spot entering the moun- 
tain, by a subterraneous grotto or funnel, tra- 
versed it to the opposite side. It now stood some 
half hundred feet above the present way, which 
time and excavation had sunk. Thus impend- 
ing over the road, the tomb occupied an isolated 
mound, at the side of which, but apart from it, 
rose the vineyard they had passed. Matilda 
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stooped and enuored the celebrated sepulchre, 
but felt little awed or touched by the place. 
On emerging she was by far more struck with 
the beautiful seclu»on of the situation, charm- 
ingly contrasted with the noble view that it com- 
manded. Exploring further in this lofty nook, 
Matilda was surprised to find herself in a little 
English burying-ground, as some score of tomb- 
stones told, all graven in her mother tongue. 
The heretic dead, that of course were not allowed 
the sacred covering of the cemetry, here rested 
their last rest, fax from their naUve land. Ma- 
tilda was moved ; it was a scene to touch an En- 
glish heart. She looked at the memorials of the 
dead — ^they weremostlyof the young— many, no 
doubt, who, in search of health had journeyed to 
this genial dime, and foifkid the fate they fled 
fropi — others who in the prime of hope had tra- 
velled, and returned no more. 
"Ahr exclaimed Avellino,and "art thou here?'' 
The Count was contemplating a marble slab. 
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<< W)iat-»of whom ia it yon speak f^ asked 
Matilda. 

** Paoero L ■ , a compatriot of thine, Ma- 
tilda, a rich banker's son of London. I knew 
him. He became passbnately ottadbed here to 
La -— *9 and died for love. He literally starved 
himself."^ 

*^^ She forsook him^^said MatUda, <^ after a 
world of vows— did she not ?^ 

<< In truth die did,^ said AvelliBa 

^ The murderess P Matilda breathed fbrth» 
jvther than spoke. 

^ Ma come, '*6s a thing of every day ; '^twas 
a ttUytridc to die for it.^ 

^^ And in this famed hmd of passion. Count 
Avdlino, do peopIe< never die for love ?^ 

^^ Quakke voUe^ Signore^ si fa motto per amo^ 
fCy ma morto mai. Folk sometimes become 
mad for love, but die never.'* 

Avdlino was jocular, and did not perceive, 
until he had ab-eady spoken, that Matilda wa& 
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serious^ even to emotion. His obfiervaUon was 
evidently out of harmony with her thoughts and 
mood. 

" Ah, Count, your southern love is a wild, 
frenzied deity, a maniac still, too wise to harm 
himself. In England, Avellino, hearts break, 
and are broken silently.'' And, for the first time 
for many weeks, Matilda thought on Ralph. 

**Yes," rq>liedthe Count, unconsciously dri- 
vi^ deeper the self-stricken poignard, " but 
England is the blest land of pure and mutual 
first-love, here forbidden and rendered impotsi-. 
fole by the ciurst haHts of our country. For an 
Italian dame and husband to wander from each 
other's side, is necessary, if they have hearts, 
and is foreseen. — But who, blest with English 
afifection,'' and the Count pressed warmly the 
hand of Matild^ while the recollections that his 
words Inrought up, sent every flush of blood from 
her cheek, " who could waive that honour or 
forsake that love, for all the beauty or passion 
this clime has to bestow? '** 
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Matilda was near faintiiig at the deadly conp 
plimeAt. Avellino still grasped her hand, which 
lay motionless in his, so paralyzed was every sen- 
timent. Afiter a moment or two, however, she 
recovered, looked up, and instantly uttered a 
frantic shriek, that appalled Lady Euston and 
the Count, to both of whom the cause was im^ 
divinable. 

Avellino perceived a young man, apparently 
English, standing near, and looking at the party ; 
but he could scarcely iox him as the cause of Miss 
Euston^s fright. He was so. It was no other 
than Ralph Maxwell. Lady Euston after a 
while recognised him, but with difficulty, so much 
was he altered. 

Continued reports of Matilda''s gay behaviour 
and estrangement from him, had made their way 
to his ears. The world is kind in afibrding wing» 
to evil tidings. But the relaxing at first, and 
final cessation afterwards, of Matilda^s corres- 
pondence, told sufficiently the truth. Tied to the 
oar of a profession, he could not forsake it whea 
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he willed, and fly to remonstrate with Matilda. 
He allowed, that the present novelty with which 
9he was surrounded, might distract for a short 
space her afEections, but he relied still upon her 
affecttiHi, and deemed it not within the range of 
posfflbility, that she could think of bestowing 
her hand upon a foreigner. The truth, however, 
-i-the news of Avellino^s intimacy and hopes, at 
length awoke him. Worn somewhat by study and 
repining, the spirit that ui^ed him across the 
continent was greater than his strength. Night 
and day he journeyed on, heedless of fatigues 
and of the fever, that such agitation, of mind, 
joined with incessant motion in a close carriage 
produced, and he was literally borne from his 
chaise to a sick bed in an hotel at Rome. Six 
weeks of mental torture and phy^cal agony 
detained him there, . and in the first hour of 
seeming convalescence, Ralph made an exertion, 
spnmg from his couch, and ordered himself to be 
dragged to Naples. He had but the day before 
amyed. That afternoon he had passed the gate 
I) 3 
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of the Eustons* hotel; his heart, wrung with 
xngoish, fiuled htm at tte entnuce; he was 
jet iunaUe to the tatk c^ meetk^ fab finthkfls 
mistress, and now had passed on to soothe his 
feverad head and distracted mmd jonoog the 
green dectivkies4xf Pannlippo, wlun an ominous 
late led him to the little burial gmand of his 
countrymen, there to meet once more with Ma* 
tilda. 

<' Good Jieayens, Ralph Maxwell T cried 
I^ady Euston, << ^diere did you drc^ fimn, to 
frighten us so? ^ 

Matilda opened ha eyes, but it was to close 
them in die same swoon, on bdKddittg again 
the countenance of her did loTer. 

^* My countenance is unwdcome here,^ said 
the £Ednt, sick youth, as he trembled. 

^^ At ai^ odier time, Balidi, but ikk mo^ 
ment — it was so sudden — and my dau^^iter so 
exceedingly nervous—" 

Yoimg Maxwell withdrew without a word; 
AveUino marked his ^tay and departure with 
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alike astonishinent. Matilda reoovered, and bj 
the aid of Avellino and her mother, regained the 
hotel, without uttering a word. On reaching 
home, she retired to her chamber, and Avellino, 
amazed at the scene, the whole mystery of 
which, however, he in a moment unravdied, 
took his departure. 

A few steps from the hotel portal^ he was 
fiercely accosted by Maxwell. The Italian 
listened to the angry question, and menaces of 
the young Englishman, uttered in a tongue he 
did not compreh^id. 

" Basia" cned the count, " Siamo rivaJi'^ 
'ds enou^, we are rivals, you seek a quarrel,^*- 
thare is the number of my house;^ and he 
stretched forth a catd of the Avellino Palace, 
Strada Infrasoaia. 

Maxwell clenched it, as if it were already the 
forfeited life of his antagonist, and for the pre- 
sent the rivals parted. 
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Maxwell did not slumber oyer his rage and 
vengeance. A young countrymen of his waited 
on the County idio was willing to give immediate 
satisfaction. But to the use of any other wea- 
pon than the sword, neither the Italian nor the 
friend he had chosen would listen. The Count 
said, he was a soldier, and could use but a soldier's 
weapon, the sword ; pistols w^e but for brigands 
and sbirri. This insult was unnecessary ; the 
challenged had every right^to select his weapon^ 
and Maxwell, though as ignorant of sword-play 
as a child, was obliged to acquiesce. 

On the following morning the antagonists 
met, and proceeded fiwri grotta to decide their 
quarrel. They stripped, and scarcely took the 
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ground, when Maxwell flew at the Count ; Jiis 
lounge, or rather his rush, was parried, and in 
the act, the finger of the Englishman was 
pricked, and a tiny drop of blood made itself 
visible. ^^ Blood is drawn," said the Italian^s 
second, ^^ enough, enough, the combat is ended." 
Maxwell was not so easily contented, and in- 
sisted on continuing. Avellino wanted neither 
courage nor generosity, and continued the de- 
fence, unwillingly, on perc^ving the utter want 
of skill of hb adversary, to make use of the 
advantage that was in his power. At length the 
arm of Maxwell fell exhausted by his ade; 
Avellino still took no advantage, but whipped 
the air in laughing derision with his sword. 

** Curse your foreign weapon,?' cried Max- 
well, in a rage, striking at the same time his 
sword against the sod, and shivering it into 
a thousand pieces. ^^ I am but a child, so armed 
before yoii, and you see it. Take your advan- 
tage, Count Avellino, or permit me the weapon 
of my country." 
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The Count sheathed his awards made his bow, 
and was about to take his departure coolly. 
When Ralph, who. had lost all* patinice, seized 
him rcHighly by the person, and in the most 
firenzkd language of injury provoked him to 
alMde the fairer trial of fire^urms. Inspired by 
the victory he had already gained, and provoked 
at the rudeness of his antagcmist, Avellino con- 
sented : pistols were sent for. When foreigners 
make use of such weapons, they always cast 
lots for the fire, as they esteem it a ridiculous 
waste of blood to risk two lives at a time. But 
even through this rule the fury of Maxwdl 
broke : — they both took their ground. Avellino, 
at the moment of fire, cast his pistol down, as a 
weapon that he scorned to use, and received his 
adversary'^s fire, which took effect. The Count 
fell. The few witnesses were in consternation — 
so &laX a termination to a duel had not been 
known in Najdes for many years. The Cotmt 
D'A vellino was borne to his palace ; and Max- 
well, whose deep-stirred vengeance was scarcely 
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skked by the nght of his rival's bk>od, returned 
with his friend to the city. 

The story of the rencontre bettireen Avdlino 
and die young Eln^iishnian soon flew in wUiqpers 
through Napks, and that in such progress the 
circumstances should have been ^aggerated and 
distorted, was to be expected. Even told simply, 
the impresuon left by it upcm a heamr would 
be favourable to Avellino. But gmdiered axid 
conveyed by Italians, all interested in bdialf oi^ 
th^ countryman, a nobl^ and a general fa- 
vourite, thdr earnestness and superlatives swelled 
the event into a deed of diabolical vengeimce 
on the part of the Englishman, and of unex- 
ampled heroism on the part of the Count. 
There was truth enou^, unfortunately for 
MaxweU, to afford a bans to the exaggerated 
accoimt. The Eustons bad separated themselves 
previously from all English society, which they 
affected to boLd in abhorrence. And ccmse- 
quently, whilst reports of Jilaxwell's sanguinary 
vindictiveness, poured in upon the astounded 
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ears of the Eustons, accompanied by enthusiastic 
comments on the noble behaviour of the Count, 
contrasted with that of his rival, the mother and 
daughter had shut themselves out from hearing 
the other side of the question from testimony 
less interested than that of Ralph himself. And 
him, since the rash duel, Matilda had invariably 
reftised to see. The accounts she heard could 
not, she observed, be all false; yet the smallest 
part of the conduct reported by all was unpar- 
donaUe. Alienated from him in heart, Matilda 
mistook such feelings for anger at his interfer- 
ence, and made such their pretext both to herself 
and others. In vain Ralph Maxwell wrote — 
his letters were returned unopened. In vain he 
besought by every means an interview, one half 
hour, one moment for his exculpatimi-^Matilda 
would not. He besieged thdr hotel in the 
Ghiaja — ^he but kept the Eustons prisoners, for 
they never stirred out Sick at heart, - Ralph 
gave up his assiduity. Sinking in health, the 
Neapolitan physician ordered him jto choose his 
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residence in some lofty position of the city. He 
with difficulty procured a chamber on the sum- 
mit of the Vomero, where his consolation was that 
his window commanded the Chiaja far beneath 
it. Matilda's dwelling he could no more ap- 
proach, but pining in his solitary chamber, the 
eyes of Ralph were ever directed to the mansion, 
which he had learned to disdnguish. The live-long 
day he gazed fixedly down upon the street — ^he 
neither marked its gaiety, nor heeded its bustle, 
and the strings of carriages that rolled in con- 
tinual succession were unnoticed by him till the 
hour, when one of them was likely, to contain 
the faithless Matilda. Evening came,"— the 
crowd dispersed, the fisherman turned his sail 
homeward, and dragged his boat upon the beach 
-^still in the darkness of night, Ralph could 
distinguish the one lamp before the Eustons^ 
portal — ^in moonlight, the more frequent, he 
could discern as in the day, although more 
generally at that hour he ventured to approach 
the Chiaja, and was accustomed to pass the soli* 
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tary hours of iiight, often padng before, and 
gazing up at their casements, from whence Ma- 
tilda's eye never marked him, within which her 
fickle heart had almost ceased to pity or recur 
to him. 

Meantime AreUino, too, forced to taste the bed 
of uckness and of pain for a space, carried with 
him there to cheer him the full sympathy of the 
English maiden. Accompanied by the Princi- 
pessa Caradori, the Enstons even visited the 
Count, and there for the first time, with a full 
smile, Matilda listened to the ardent prayers 
and passionate protestations of Avellino. His 
wound, though a lingering one, had not proved 
dangerous, and the surgeons . promised conva- 
lescence in a very few weeks. Every pale look 
that Matilda observed in Avellino, every pang 
her sympathy imagined him to feel, increased at 
the same time her affection for him^ and aver- 
tton to Maxwell. Her heart no longer wavered, 
but re«gn^ itself with enthunasm to him, who 
loved and had suffered for her, and who at the 
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same time had ^ewn, what even she deemed un- 
Italian, generosity towards a rival whom she <moe 
had liked. 

Time, and its p(»rtions of weeks and days— 
that heartless machinery, that rolls forth human 
events — ^lm>ught firesh health to the cheeky and 
fresh hope to the heart, of Avellino. From 
Ralph it gradually withdrew the powers of life. 
Why need I paint what all have witnessed, 
and if witnessed, never forgotten— the effects of 
slow consumption — the pale, yet flushed cheek— 
the sunken eye, the heaving re^fnration ? Still 
so^e days he would rally — and life in that ge- 
nial clime, like an expiring lamp in the calm 
and Inreathless air, still lingers in a faint and 
flickering flame, till the very last drop of its 
cruse is exhausted. 

The poor peasants that inhabit the summit of 
the Vomero, soon became acquainted with the 
history of Maxwell ; wad these rude people, who 
far from having any of the Italian servility so 
generally represented about than, were rough 
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and churlish even to ferocity, yet never passed 
by lo apettro giovene^ the spectre youth, as they 
called him, without a salute, and look of com- 
miseration. The worn and woe-begone lover, 
.an object of ridicule and jesting to the boors of 
other countries, was here respected, adored, and 
pitied by hearts that knew his malady. Even 
in the lowest classes of Italian life there is an 
experience, a knowledge of those fine feelings, 
even of their refinements, that with us are 
limited to the perception but of the higher class, 
imd even but of a small portion of that higher 
class; and it is this which constitutes the po- 
etical taste of the populace, and renders ihem, 
even in rags and poverty, fitter and fairer ad- 
mirers of the strains of Tasso and Ariosto, than 
any of us, however refined by habits of critical 
reasoning and study. 

It was now drawing near the end of May, and 
the scorching hours of noon were wont to con- 
sign the population of Naples to repose. It 
became impossible to stir out, except for a short 



Digitized 



by Google 



l'amoboso. 69 

space in the morning, seldom taken advantage 
of, and the cool of the evening, which in fact 
was a kind of morning hour, when the world of 
pleasure at least rose to its amusement. It was 
then the cooling flags of Naples began to re- 
sound to the noise of moving vehicles, then the 
everlasting babble of the city arose as from the 
joyous festivity of an eternal hoUday — the music 
and song vied even with this babble of conver- 
sation. In tower and street, in balcony, and 
almost from every palace window, now thrown 
open to the breeze of night, the sound of the 
gay guitar was heard in concert with the voice, 
or more boisterous music was heard to echo to 
the dancer's feet. 

In the lofty suburb, however, where Ralph 
resided, the scene and time were more soKtary, 
broken inr upon, at most but by village festivity ; 
although when this was silent, the hum of the 
most noisy of all cities reached even to his 
distant abode. Here Ralph used to wander 
forth, not looking to the Chiaja: his pangs were 
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hastening to an end, and in the resignaticm of 
despair he resolved to await his final escape from 
them and life, without adding by unavailing 
obstinacy to his tortures. For this reaaon his 
moonlight wanderings were through the vineyards 
of Pauffllippo, down to the ruin-scattered coast of 
the sea* The mouldering palace of Que^i Joanna 
was here his favourite haunt — he loved to creep 
within its walls, and look forth from its ruined 
windows full upon the Bay, the dim Vesuvius 
in the distance, until the white habitation of 
Resina beneath it, built and relieved upon the 
black lava bed, shone a snow white streak be- 
neath the moon. The billows beat into the 
ruined palace under him, and at times a 
mightier wave would strike the old brick but- 
tress of the fabric, and shake it to its founda- 
tions. He frequented it as a monument of female 
perfidy, for there, perhaps from the window 
where he stood, the perfidious Joanna destroyed 
a confiding husband. 

Thith(&rward one evening he was directing hit 
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steps, when unusual lights in that story of the 
house occufHed by the Eustons, (the house was 
that next to the one in which Saliceti narrowly 
escaped being blown up, and where General Fri^ 
mont lately resided), struck Balph. He turned"^ 
towards the Chiaja, and found upon approach 
that he was not mistaken. The lights of festi- 
vity gleamed from the apartments, and as festal 
sounds were heard to issue loudly from them. 
He stood awhile beneath, and Ustened to the 
noise of so many happy voices. He thought 
he could even distinguish Matilda'^s — he did 
not know what were her resolutions respect- 
ing Avellino. He had withdrawn himself 
from every friend, and affected now an utter 
carelessness as to Matilda's fate. He had been 
resigned; but at this moment curiosity and 
anxiety urged him. He entered the portal, 
hurried up the open stair, entered the outer 
hall that led to the sc^ie of festivity, and gazed 
in upon the crowd. Matilda was engaged in 
the dance, joyous und gay*-Avellino was her 
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partner. Ralph Maxwell saw, and smiled — 
no passion more tempestuous shook him — no 
tear bedewed his eye-lid, and his heart scarcely 
swerved from the regular, faint beating with 
which it journeyed to repose. He looked his last 
farewell of Matilda— she saw him not — and for 
this time, at least, he resolved to be generous, 
and would not break upon her gladness. He 
retired, passed through a chamber, through 
another, and found himself by mistake in the 
inner corridore. A chamber door was open 
— something prompted him. And on looking 
in, it was evidently the chamber of Matilda. 
He recognized some httle English trinkets, an<l 
mournfully ; for every thing else^— the very at- 
mosphere of the room was foreign. There was 
a little turquoise ring upon the table — he him- 
self had given it her. He seized, kissed it, and 
at last, to his relief, did shed a torrent of tears. 
Ralph tore from his bosom a locket that con-- 
tained Matilda^s hair — ^brokeit open — ^was about 
to take out all the lock, but aghed, and took 
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but half. This half he placed with the little 
ring — took a stray piece of paper— wrote on it 
*^ the murderess r Matilda'^s own exclamation—' 
folded in it hair and ring, thrust the little 
packet into the drawer of a dressingrbox that 
was open, and departed. 

That very nig|it Ralph^s heart felt lightened, 
as he journeyed home. His very strength seemed 
in a degree restored. On his bed a swe^ and 
sound repose awaited him, and he awoke in the 
possesdmi of vigour and unusual spirits. Hope 
even began to relimiine his breast, — not hopes of 
Matilda, but some ^ cmmected with ambition. 
And old dreams, that had been long excluded 
from his mind by the one all absorbing feeling, 
now returned. Thus passed the day< 

In the evening Ralph as usual wandered 
put, a little fallen in spirit from the elation of 
the morning, but still calm and not despondent. 
He descended the side of Pausilippo, gazing 
an the vineyards and orange groves that sur- 
l>ounded him, but felt himself, aa he proceed^, 
s 
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|cx> wea|c to pvoce^ SO far as.tbe 009$^ oa iocouQ^ 
of th^ labfc^dbQU3 a^cen^ b^ wbich h& must neces^ 
sarily retu^ home. For thia reason be turned 
to the left a^aoQgst the vineyard paths, and uo** 
consdoudy took the one leadipg to VkgU's 
tomb. He was surprised on finding himself so 
ne^it; but being there» be again e«itered the 
vineyard in ^h^ it was* The vendmmiaiarej, 
that owned it, was himself at work, and with 
him, at first, the youth entered into conversation 
^^-a cireiunstance tbit gladdened the old man, 
who knew Maxwell's state, and judged thi» 
wish to converse, as it is in lunatics, a favour^ 
able symptom. 

Ralph entered the Httie burying-groundy 
where he had seen Matilda, and looked tonh 
again on the enchanting prospect that had at 
&%t attracted him. The sun had already sunk 
behind the promontory of Pausdl^^K), but it« 
horizpnt^ rays still shone on Naples and on the 
boy, whicb glowed beaieath the liistre of the 
letting Huninary. It w|U3 a breathless eveimigj. 
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AU Naples sseBwd reflected in the stUl oeeaa 
(bat baled it-^h« Caitel DX)va with thfr dwell- 
injl^erowwed cKfih abo^e it^ were stilly r^jemtccl 
ill the water. Near, the k$^ nhoa^ in gold 
and crimson streaks — afar sea and sky were^ 
confounded m a hiAf^ but indistiiu^ yellow, 
so that the cyidtei^ isle of Capri seemed almost 
floathig in the faeaiirens^ The gk)omy tudes of 
VemiThis we^e cmmsdned with the beam, and 
thenK>untains<:o^er Cast^Oa JA^ase tod Sdirento 
were lit up in patches' o£ dmilar brightness^ each 
white village at th^ bases conspieuous, though 
minute. It was a scene at once so vivid, yet so 
full of repose, that the contemplator was at the 
same time lulled and excited,— iS'i vede Nofdh 
e poi more. 

Ralph Maxwell was lost in the scene, and 
sat for some time immersed in his contemplation, 
when his attention was directed to the Chiaja 
beneath him by the sound of trumpets, the noi^e 
pf carriages, and all the tumult of a brilliant 
pocesfflon. He looked — ^the line of carriages 
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drew up at the very hotel, and entered one by one.'' 
He started up—" What is it?^ demanded he 
oSf the man of the vineyard. " Un sposalixio 
mi pare,*^ was the reply ; " 'tis a wedding 
procession.'*' 

Ralph Maxwell was struck prophetically with 
the truth. He sunk, and never spoke word after^ 
In twenty hours from that moment, his remains, 
uncofflned and unknelled, were borne to the 
very vineyard where he had fallen, and buried 
with some of his unfortunate countrymen ii^ 
fhat, not all uniconsecrated spot. 
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CHAPTER VT. 



^Hfe gay procession was indeed the wedding 
of Matilda and Avellino. At the very moment 
in which the over-racked heart oi Ralph Max- 
well gave up its last sigh, the blushing but happy 
Matilda, supported on the arm of her Italian 
husband, and encircled by an admiring and 
envious crowd, tripped lightly, though tremu->- 
lously, to the festal boajhd. The Italians 
had not learned, as the French already have, 
to imitate us in our happy arrangement of 
a wedding-day, by which the most interested 
part of the assembly are allowed to be borne off 
to the solitary delight and freedom of each other^s 
society, whilat the jovial witnesses are permitted 
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to make amends over the good things of the 
table, for the feast of sentiment and passi(m 
which is either past, or not yet prepared for 
them. 

Seated together^ Avellino and his bride were 
doomed to enduie at^&al; the homage and con- 
gratulation of the crowd ; anon the jests^ and 
throughout the sickening riot, with which they 
could jiot iqrmfwthijse^ fiitt» «b Ap ^vteats and 
iRdtneases of «uc^ SoBtdl jnaes dhoidd do on Auch 
oeoaiUon, me will ^iMiidQii nSbe haipp^ cMpk to 
ihm ^^ader ibougbtfi, and turn our (attention to 
•Bother quacter .of the tsaloon. 

These isote. the JPdncipeaia £^andori, ia all 
the fride ol raric, iinmoifaried hf that littie 
Cfififige or 1>and of ^attoKCS^ which tho«^ 
dMoging ks madbcrB einery ii^itOHt, 'StiU nener 
abated ks wwtber and crowd, avound liivrperaoo^ 
Tfae Ifxvmfmm was, 9A hmt by a sooneief jffiara, 
jMst eiwAthewniagi^af lielriManty: wobmd 
as she was, by tUs time she wm %yf9X% of the 
itepiirtant fiu^t, mA as pcvsoiial attnctioiHi we a 



Digitized 



by Google 



neceasary and peremptory reqmate <^ attraction 
lor an Italiacn palace or cirde, the Prindpessa 
«i{q)lied the void vAAAi the de&iea^Aoa ci her 
<iwn x^harms had occluuoned, hj an anuaUe and 
lovely friend, the never-failing attendant upon 
her, whether beneath the canopy^ where sfhe pre^ 
ttded over the routs ei the Palazzo Caradori, in 
ha* Loggia at St Carlos, or as at present honour^- 
ing by her presence the festivities of a favoured 
acquaintance. This lovely-shadow of the princely, 
but now forUdding dowager, was the widow 
cf a Sidlian noble, die Bacron Pemella, who had 
lost both property and Gfe by nllily meddling in 
th^ ocmflict between revolutionary and loyal in- 
tarests in Sicily. The fiaroness was seldom known, 
however, except as Ld Pemella^ at La Bella 
Pemella ; and those who had paid that regular 
^md daily oomplimentet to the Prindpessa £ar 
many revolving yei^urs, ever since the tribute of 
sudi praises could have the pretext for being 
dbcere, werie ordered^ mudi in the way that a 
gaitleman of pnq[>erty would order his tenant to 
deliver \kt rem to this or ^t i^nt, to tnmsfei* 
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their ndulations from the Principessa to her dear 
Pemella ; still, on the score of health, good looks, 
and expression, all that still could with decorum 
be withheld from the attendant, was rendered, in 
despite of her remonstrance^ to the prindpal. 

La Pemella was the very perfection of southern 
beauty. Dark— her glossy hair defied the eye to 
find a shade approaching to the brown— -her com- 
plexion with the sun's strong impress on it— 
'twould have been swarthy, but for the extreme 
delicacy of its texture, and the velvety fineness 
bf its dieeii— he)* ^* oriental. eye" was deep and 
fuU, like a well viewed by moonlight^ shining 
dark, while all around is fair. Hei* person — ^but 
that was low, and perhaps had too much of the em- 
bonpoint: — she was not the fair being whom we 
love to see or to imagine tripping over the ball- 
room or the gi*een$ but one whose face and bust we 
hang upon and are enamoured of, independent of 
the rest of the person, or even of the soul that 
animates it In that perfect countenance, that 
Very ideal of luscious loveliness, thete was no ex- 
presoon, save that of i^imple beauty alone — no fire ' 
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liealned from that capadous eye— no feeling 
played about that dimple-sc^t mouth— that brow^ 
that lip, were immoveable, unused to express 
feelings of anger or disdain. She was just that 
foreign creature that I have heard the young 
travelled English describe as full of fire, but 
who really was the loveliest and most languid 
piece of still life that ever fascinated the sensualist 

Such was the nearest and never-stirring attend- 
ant on the Fnncipessa, who> in her desire to see 
Company turound her, was so little vain, that she 
gave due credit to the charms of her favourite 
fen* the crowd of admirers that swdled her follow-:- 
ing. Whether this fascinating personage had 
herself ever suffered what she was daily inflict- 
ing, is yet to be developed. She was at this 
moment listening to the Prindpessa, commenting 
upon the beauties of AvelUno^s English bride. 

" Ma quel sa/ngue^ said the princess, " what 

blood !^— by wMch she n»ant Matilda'^s EngUdi 

colour, which if deserving admiration, now after 

supporting an Italian summer and winter, what 

B 3 
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miMtU httveb^cnintliepaiethadaiof BuitaiL 

Pttrk! 

^< For my pttrt^"^ said A paliiotic anMtteor, <Vl 

Mke not the azure^ the nittL-irlute oomfikwm d 

these English women ; give toe the mellow flesh 

{came was his word) that warms me e^en cftk 

Venetian canvas^^ — there is scMething geDerous^ 

luxurious in swairth,^ (my tnanwlirtioa, I ibarv 

kk caay eying the expression, exiggemtes the in-. 

decorum,) ^f that the Hliea and voses of their 

northern comjdexions can ne^er .arrive at t 

tmn I thought AveUmo a fellow of more taste, 

than to allow hin^self to be caught by tMs fSEury^ 

whilst—^ and he looked at La Pemell% whose 

beautiful lip protruded with a sl%fat expresdon 

of petti4hness at the remark ; ^^ but,^ ocmtimied 

tfaeiqpeaker, ^^ Toro d^IngkiUerray'^^he gold of 

Engbind ruks the wiorid, and why not a young 

Count's hefflll^ 

^^.Nay> Don Antaoioj'^* said the PrincqMSSi^ 

* I)ie title ofDoD^mstead of the ItaliwoiieoffiigBOBS» 
still prerails a^ Ni^leSi one <^ the many during relicts of 
their Spanish r^giime^ 
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^* leave yoior GalUetsm for <me nig^ a»l tea^t 
justice to Avellino^s choice." 

^' Ay, but tlieise Ei^Hshli^m to swarm upon 
us, fouI if dieir heavy pursed lasses bear away 
our gallahts, what will beccone oJF oar maidens t^ 

" Fta,^ sidd the Princess, ** dut good king 
%91 estaUish monaisiteries for the maidans, where 
%hey wiUbe'talcencareof asof old. AndasfcM* 
Ihe gaHants, they wffl not belost Think you 
ah Eii^lisli wife more fasdnaiing than an Italian, 
or that our noble bridegroom yonda*, enamoured^ 
sSi he looks^ wiH be minre than a few mondis lost 
to society." 

La Perneila prfaissed her pretty lips betw^ 
her teeth, aiul her black eyes at the same time 
.^Usteifted at some internal thought. 

** Ha, thofee Uue-eyed northerns," tontinued 
Dob Anfonio, *^ esteem a huslband thdr mo- 
nbpoly, and the first «ve that AveUino strikeii 
iiis gmtar besiieaft the -^dndows ot some fredier 
beauty^* he idll ha^e this faii^haired wtfe^t his 



Digitized 



by Google 



S4 L^AMOSOSO; 

faeeb^ damoidring fcnr conjugal rights and farok^ 

TOWS.** 

All present laughed at the bare idea of such 
preposterbus conduct; Some kindly observed, 
that she would learn ; others more kindly, that 
they would teach her. 

" A bad world this," said the Princeiss, ^^ma cV 
cmsoltmone per tuHifih&e^s consolation for all/* 

" Fatebbe unbel libretto per hoatro Rossini^ 
said the Monsieur B., << ^twould be a delightful 
subject for an opera. We have U Turco in 
ItaUa^ Tltaliana in Algeri. What would you 
Si^y to Pingleeina ifi Napoli ? What a fine duet 
Rossini, who intones so well the comic anguish of 
jealousy, would ereate between our Italian hus- 
band caught intriguing, and our simple EngUsh 
wife pursuing. It might be made, too, a delight- 
ful satire On those Miladies that uphold their 
iMHthem iilelodies ; and the Contrast would be 
aniuiing, if the fair Briton was made to pour 
forth ha* i^prbaches in the prosuc, timorous 
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«tram of her own island, th6 Italian gallant 
responding in tlie rich and varied melody of 
the south.'' 

<^ Ah que c*e8t, une idie charmantey Mon- 
sieur le Melomane Francois^ said the Princess, 
^^ give it to Ventignauo, he'll make an operatic 
tragedy of it." And a laiigh followed at the 
expence of the noble tragic opera poet. 

As other guests succeeded to the Principes- 
sa's immediate drcle, Don Antonio and the 
Melomane passed to some other divinity, inferior 
perhaps in di^ity^ but dmiliurly enthroned an^ 
attended by a devoted set : a most convenient 
Inode of rdtatory conversation, especially for 
Italian beaus, who are not overstocked with in* 
formation or fertility, as one observation or one 
jest, will thus afford being told and enjoyed 
twenty times of a night* 

^^ Ma non e poBsibile^^A the sweet Pemella, 
pronouncing that sweet word, and taking the 
opportunity of an interval to address the 
Principessa, ^* it is not possible that any lady 
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oould think of ke^ng her lordTii Hflfecdom to 
hersdf {or Any space of tame.^ 

*^ Scarcely possible^ when you d^iy it to b^ 
so, lily sweet Pemdia,'' replied tfce Principessa. 

** Vedremoj^ said Pemella> evidently i^ocked 
at the preposterous monopoly, and determined 
to oppose it in good ^e^ with all her powers of 
fascinaticHi. 

^ More specimens of iSnglish loveliness!'" 
exclaimed the Prindpessa, recurring to her 
argument, as the beautiful daughter of the 

quondam English miidster at Naples, A -, 

entered the romn. 

" The fair cygnets of as black « swan,** 
observed between his teeth a oavali^. 

^< Hush, hush,*^ said the Princess^ who 
dreaded hearing in her circle all indnuatfon 
even against a minister twenty years in his 
grave ; ^' here comes our Irii^ commandei* in 
chiefs Seheral C .'^ 

And General Oa*— — did approach to piiy 
his respects to the Plincipessa. All wbto wert 
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of tbe dame's aiflfidtQCial aoquaintance retired, 

lettihtff might inttfrruptthe cc^i^rence between 

the courtier aiid the courtly dame. 

The cirde bmg thinned, and the oommoa 

pmiits of o/UacAera diseased, the Princess 

ventured to ask the general, if there was any 
thing new. 

" II Be— the king,** sdd the general. 

'^^ II Re^ echoed the all attentive Principessa. 

^^ Va aUa eaccia domam^ gfi&^ to hunt to-m(M> 
row,"" informed the general gravdy. 

^^ For cej^n?*" said the dame^ anxious to 
}eam the certainty oi so important a fact. 

"^^ Mia parqla, e il Console ctlnghiUerra cdUai 
'^— upon my word,^ reiterated the general. 

And every eye, and ear in the saloon were dk 
rected to the spot where their high heads were 
employed in such grave communication. More 
than (me long eared personage pretended to have 
overheard all, and whispered about, that Eng- 
land was about to make a present to Napc^ 
leon of the United States of America. This was 
^ sad puzzle> as none of the listeners knew 
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enough either of politics or geography, to h&yb 
ever beard of that puissant continent. And thej 
consequently remained in cousideraHle doubt 
as to the position of the great Emperor's future 
reabns, till some one boldly took upon him to 
instruct them^ and «aid, the sud states were a 
few miles to the southward of Morocco, which 
proved highly satisfactory.* 

General C and the Prindpessa had in 

the mean time sunk from the grave mention of 
his majesty's name, and hundng party ; and the 
rigidity of their brows, becoming gradually re- 
laxed as they changed to a lighter theme, the 
retired members of the knot thought they 
might congregate again. The general was just 
entering into a full detail of a circumstance that 
agitated Naples, more than ever did revolution 
or inva^on, moral or volcanic eruption. And as 

* I hope no reader will set this down as oyer charged. 
The author has known a captain in the French senrice^ 
quartered too in a civilized and delightful town, on the 
banks of the Seine, demand, ** Ef ou diabie, sont ce$ 
EtattUnitr* 
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the circumstance was strongly descriptive of the 
state of morals in that Ibvely city, I shall, in- 
stead of telling it in the generates words, narrate 
it myself by way of lepisode. 

The Abate Ciappe was as gay and gallant a 
gentleman as ever wore that dubious dtle and the 
petit collet. He was one of those sensualists, how- 
ever, who are so more from vanity than propen- 
sity, and to show how minor passions will at 
times gain the end as successfully as fuller and 
more worthy ones, Ciappe's selfish gallantry had 
seldom or ever met with a repulse. The Abate*s 
delight was not in any individual enjoyment, but 
in the sum ; and accordingly to have the full mea- 
sure of this, he kept a written account of his in- 
trigues, specifying the parties, how g^dned, their 
character^ anecdotes respecting them, the money 
paid, et cetera. In this manner, I am almost 
ashamed to relate, the whole female world of 
Naples came into Ciappe's books ; and, as it was 
not beauty that moved him, but a whim resem- 
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bling that <tf Don Oiovauii ; from wbence I sajpt- 
pose he took the hint, to add anoth^ name el swea 
iisia. He wen^ aystenteticall j and micdesMTdy 
to the task that his viimtjr had set ^m^ and 
spared neither pains nor money to effisct it. At 
the eve of an induslrious life, Ciappe*« com]^ao»it 
reflections looked over every rank and *^»rder in 
Naples, from thePrincafltotolhe Bom^geoisie, and 
could say to each,*— ^< thou art Hi my books.^ 

Cii^ip^, I dare say^ was not the &rBt of these 
sensual Doddington's ; however, his diffiry and 
himself were not doomed to pass to the dblivicm 
they deserved. It happened unhekily fer llie 
Abate one night, that a cavalier, on emergiilg^m 
the terzo piano of a hoitse in oiiex)f tiiose steep and 
nartow streets that ilescend, or rather fa!!, from 
the heights ci fit. Elmo, down to the T(dedo> 
was encountered by a bravo4)arber, who seized 
him by the shoulders^ ere he was aware ; <deU- 
b^ately pulled off his cravat^ as if he was about 
to shave him, and then cut his throat with a 
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mor. Not a^iletto wits in the case, to preserve 
eventfaevooMUieejof the story: the truth is^asit 
isjtold. 

Ciappe <was kBDwnto be ihe eavaUer^s rival 
Willi ^e dailke, mad on the harb^s (who was 
caught) faeii^ questiooed^ and at 4he aame time 
toptnred'to^aol^SBSs who instigaled hfah^ he sa^ 
as they had iput into im moulh, Ctappe. This 
wms te6tiin«ay cnoii^^ and poor Ci^pe was 
condemned to die. The fact was, that the bar^- 
ber had been fnad* sttd bis cutting <>f the throat 
wasafipoKc; morieov<Eir Cia]»pe was a tnan lUc^y 
to icBt a throat hr no woman. The oourt after 
Aondeeamadon became convinecKl of this, and be 
wwwM cenudidy have been spared^buttJiepolioe 
im sei^ag Us papers, had kid thar h«n& also 
en the AiMrte's diary. It was a docmnent ex<>- 
tremely corkms and imterestiiig, and the gentle* 
men rapiioro of tirapolieei^peMbours in laughter 
over its oontei^. The ^wcumstanoe got wind 
•^it ran in wMspers avmmd Naples, that the 



Digitized 



by Google 



9% L'AMC^HtOeO^ 

Abate Ciappe had kept a journal of all his 
bonnes fortunes. A thousand females and up^ 
wards were aghast; they communicated thehr 
fears to one another— 'twas easily done; they 
read a isimilar disaster in each other's counte- 
nance. A league was formed between the un- 
fortunate Abaters army of mistresses; some 
from their palaces, others from behind their 
counters ; the latter, be it remarked, ten times 
as vindictive. 

Ciappe's liberation was already resolved upon, 
when a deputation from the frail assemblage of 
fair, waited on the minister, and demanded pe^ 
remptorily the Abaters journal and his head: a 
revolution was threatened in case of denial. 
The minister knew too well the irresistible influ- 
ence of aQ the wives of Naples ; he instantly con- 
ceded the point. The dreaded journal was given, 
and the poor Abate, the deserved victim of his 
licentious vanity, suffered under the guillotine for 
a cnxne that he had never committed^ 
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This was the subject that interested the groupe 
around the Principessa, for a condderable part 
of the evening; it might weU, and did, indeed, 
deeply interest some of them. It is narrated at 
length, chiefly to depict the state of that society 
pf which Mfitilda had this day become a member. 
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For at least a week subsequent to her marriage, 
Matilda was the happiest of brides ; she gloried, 
she exulted in her choice* *' What Englishman 
could love like the adoring, impassioned AveU 
lino ! What northern spirit could still glow, as 
his does, with an increased and more ardent flame ! 
Here have we been inseparate these seven long 
days, and one cold, rational English hour we 
have not experiencedi Ah ! my soul was bom 
to dwell in this sunny clime. Sweet land of the 
south, I love thee : not for thy cloudless skies, 
and days of eternal sunshine, but for the soul of 
fLaxae that animates thy sons, the native enthu^ 
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siainn that reihkrs them alone the only fit wor- 
sbippera of beauty^ in women or mart* 

AlatUda felt, bm did not take the trouUe of 
either eXaifiiniiig en understanding what d[ke HU 
tere<1. Certainly it was. not the kind of sentiU 
mental soliloquy, that^ sentimental as she had ev^ 
been, she would have uttered in England. TTiere 
a mere worshipper of external beauty '^ in wo- 
men or in art,^ she would haive shunned with a 
blush, or contemned ; but since her readence in 
Italy, the philosophy of thearU^ laad their popu- 
lar jargon had taught her toconsider as sentipiait^ 
what her English mind would baye regarded 
but as sensual. The tone, perhaps the feeling of 
her mind, was equally pure in expressing one sen^ 
timent as the pther ; but it is often by language, 
and umneanbg language, too, that the thoughts 
begin to grow corrupt. 

It must be owned, howey^, t1ia;t the love dT 
Avdlinofor Matilda was^ ardent, wa& enthusias- 
tic, was all that could fascinate and delight 
t^ happy fanale who was the object pf it. If 
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the deep-rooted habits of his country were likely 
to render him hereafter a husband that would 
cause sorrow and uneasiness to such a wife as 
Matilda, he at least foresaw not the necessity, the 
possibility ; he loved, and had no thought be^ 
yond that love, nor had Matilda. Passion, in 
its plenitude, was poured like an overwhelming 
tide over both their souls, covering the light 
herbage, as it were, of minor thought and habi- 
tual feelings, which, nevertheless, as that tide 
ebbed, re-appeared in all their strength. As 
lovei^ they were not struck by the contrast be- 
tween their national habits, or by the wide inter- 
val that separated their opinions on the greatest 
as well as on the slightest topics. Love, ready 
to yield up every consideration to itself, reckoned 
upon a continued and mutual self-sacrifice dur- 
ing the whole course of their imion. But as the 
first heat of passion passed away, a life of con- 
tinued restraint could not but become irksome; 
Avellino, who, before, had been impelled to re- 
spect the sensitive modesty, for example, amongst 
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Other English prejudices of his wife, began 
soon to look upon such feelings as childish 
and unbecoming the scavoir vivre of the 
Countess Avellino. His general conversation, 
and frequently his express ridicule, was turned 
to crush, to obliterate this, perhaps, over-refine* 
ment. Consequently, if his reasoning did not 
convince, or his ridicule not shame her from 
such ideas, his sentiments strongly jarred with 
hers ; if he succeeded, he but destroyed the deli- 
cacy that forms the charm and d^ence ci the 
English female ; while he could not replace it by 
the independence, the worldliness, and all that 
petty diplomacy of the heart, with which foreig^n 
females know so well how to draw around them 
the circle of respect. 

^^ At Rome do as the Romans,^^ said Avellino 
to his Countess one morning not long after their 
nuptials, as he was urging her to comply with 
some form of Neapolitan etiqu^te, that Matilda 
thought preposterous, and with all her Italianism 
)*ecoiled from with uncombatible disgust and 

VOL. I, F 
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shame. It was the rec^ying of vi6Uor% ere she 
had risen, or some sudi free custom of fDreign 
life. 

" Nay, my dear ArelMno/' replied his Coun^ 
tess, ^^ do let me remain English, at least in these 
things."" 

^^ Yes,, to be called a precieu^ aaad a mock-* 
modest through Na|des, and I thy husband ccm-^ 
demned to share the ridicule tor sufiferix^ it. No» 
dearest Matilda, I lovB thee, respect thee ficn* thift 
ddicacy ; but it is here misplaced. You have 
chosen to be the wife of a Neapolitan, — be one 
— imitate my country-women.'' 

" You arc not serious^ toy dear Avellino^"* 
said the Countess smiling^ 

<^ In truth I am,'' said the Count, smiling m 
his tunJt, ^ not that I reemnmeuL mrtile imita^ 
ten. There aregood wives in Nafdes, Matilda^ 
fin: aU you hear and seew And even if they axe 
not, pef Giove^^ here the Count turned from hia 
lady, aoMimutta^ed, unheard by faer^ <* it is b^tef* 
to be even bad than n^eulous,"" 
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Capftble of uttering, even in half-earnest^ and 
to himself^ such a sentiment as this, it may be 
imagined how oft Avellino^ in Ae midst of all 
his love for h^, both hurt and disgusted his 
English bride. Nor was this wide contrast be* 
tween tbeiir habits and character confined to tri- 
vial points :>— die religious prindples in which 
Matilda had been brought up, however covered 
over by the politeness and conformance necessary 
to aforeign life, had be^i early and deeply sown; 
and howev^ sil^dt they slumbered beneath* the 
time oi her joyous youth, they were far from 
being eradicated or extinct. Avellino, like every 
well-born Italian, ccmt^amed, almost with reason, 
from the effects and samples of it before hkn, the 
very name of religicMi. This was a point of difr 
ference between the married pair, likely every 
day to prove more serious ; as the weaker one, 
wlio believed, advanced farther into the vale of 
years and sorrows. 

In moral feeling, there was as wide a contrast^ 
as in rdigion^ betwe^ AvelUno and Matilda,-— 
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But as they did not argue upon such abstract 
topics, it was left to the slow progress of circum- 
stances to unveil the discrepancy. From time 
to time a small comer of the curtain was drawn 
up, and disclosed to each a glimpse, that they 
were not altogether suited to each other. But 
love still reigned triumphant in their united 
hearts, long in despite of siich petty differences ; 
and such was AveUino's affection, and Matilda's 
devotion to him in return, that had she not from 
her earliest years known and been accustomed to 
witness pure English domesticity in her parents' 
abode, she would perhaps have become recon-* 
ciled to the fond, though inconstant attentions 
of an Italian husband, and to the undomestic 
comforts of an Italian tninoffe. Had she not re- 
jnembered Euston Park — had she not known the 
uninterrupted union of ** wedded love'' in Eng- 
land — and had not all her airy castles, her ideal 
scenes been framed upon a model of English 
bliss, then might the Countess have redgned her- 
self contentedly to the verjr acme pf NeapoliUij 
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bliss, that she enjoyed — a palace — wealth — so- 
ciety — consideration—and an adoring husband^ 
when it so happened that the Count partook of 
his beloved wife's society. 

But at Naples the Count was obliged to live 
as a Neapolitan — so he would have pleaded : and 
to bestow his evenings on the Countess, or even 
to appemr too often in the day by her side^ was a 
solecism of which he could not be guilty. The 
affectionate Matilda expostulated with her hus- 
band on account of this gradual and growing 
neglect ; but the reply of Avellino was so ardent 
and fond, yet at the same time so rational, as he 
pleaded custom, etiquette, the silliness of com« 
bating national ways and prejudices, that Matilda 
hushed her sighs and murmurs, and mocked the 
tear that involuntarily swelled Jier eye-lid. 

** What, Matilda,'* he was wont to argue, 
** would you have us regularly fill your box at 
St. Carlos with our own domestic selves, and 
attract the eyes of all the world to us, as if we 
were Pulicinello and his mistress? Why, we 
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diould be more alone then than on the top of 
VesuTius — what beau would venture ui> when 
he ahould address the Signora Contessa but 
within the hearing of the Signor Conic ? And 
what would all your female acquamtance ^nk 
of m^ not paying my respects to diem P" 

^ But I am quite unprotected, my dear Avel- 
lino, and wander about alone through theatre 
and assembly, as if I were not loved nor 
wedded.'' 

The Count smiled, as he had done for the 
twentieth time at this very «ame plea and ex- 
postulation. For an answer he was not at a loss ; 
the thought, the ready miswer wason bis tongue, 
and to a fair compatriot he would have spoken 
it without reserve, but he dreaded toutter such 
to Matilda. 

<' And why are you so left alone and unac 
Gompanied, Matilda ? '' 

^< Because AviriliDo abandons me,'' repli^ the 
sim^de Matilda. 

" No,^' said the Count smiling, ** but because 
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the GouatoK AyeUino frowns as darkfy, as her 
fair brows permit, upon every idle «&pleton 
that ventures to approach or aoeost her. You 
afe called, my lo^ la bella Medusc^ so petri^ 
fying is this look with which you receive the 
slightest homage or j^tendcm." 

^^ And do you, A^eliino, disapprove of this 
reserve, in a city, where, as you have described 
it, every fool bmlds upon a lady's glance." 

" They build in the air, too, for that matter," 
said the Count. ^^ Would you set such imper* 
tinents at d^ance, it is not to be effected by 
frowns, for those betoken dread, as though 
you valued them. Assume, Matilda, instead of 
those gkliA bulwarks <^ d^nce, the cold and 
courteous smile of ease and apathy. Hear all 
these talkers, permit them to approadi— amongst 
them you may fcad one or two intelligent and 
amunng" — 

** Well, Avellino," said the Countess, as her 
husband paused. 



Digitized 



by Google 



104 l'amokoso. 

" Theil you will, not have to complain of be- 
ing alone." 

At this moment Matilda felt the first real 
pang since her maniage ; she said nothing, but 
Avellino perceived immediately, that guarded 
as he had been, he had still ventured too far. 
"Surely I, Matilda/' continued the Count 
fondly, " can never entertain a thought of jea- 
lousy." 

" / should be sorry to be able to say so,"' 
burst forth with pain the tremulous voice of the 
Countess. 

"And why, CaraP' 

** Because I would never cease to love, Avel- 
lino ; '' and Matilda flung iierself in tears, and 
overcome, upon the breast of her husband. 

Such were the matrimonial scenes that fre- 
quently occurred between the wedded lovers. 
Matilda recoiled and shuddered at the thought 
«— at the adoption of a cavalier^ . recommended 
too by her husband, her Avellino. It was 
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tvidently . to tbi9 that his hints and wishes 
pointed, and although the Count did really de^^ 
sire, from a view to his own personal liberty and 
convenience, to see such a seryitor at the Coun^ 
tess's side, his ideas of the office, and the con-^ 
neuon, were such as might be contemplated by 
the most honourable husband. But the English 
girl could never look upon the proposal in this 
light; the line of propriety, dividing right and 
wrong, was in her .mind strongly drawn, and 
the graduating marks of lesser division un- 
established and unknown. Even her long 
reddence in Italy had not shaken her abhor- 
rence of a custom, the decorous, and even rational 
side of which she could neither regaJrd nor un^ 
derstand with the Italian^ 

When left alone after this conversation with 
her husband, the Countess felt, as if she had 
awakened to painful life from a long and plea^ 
sant dream. '^ Avellino recommend a male 
companion by my side, more intimate to all ap« 
pearances than he himself'^-and from him, too| 
F 3 
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thitJulvioetaiMMie!" AtthatinstaMtsbetlioag^t 
moreTtgmtB than she dare titter, and bunt iato 
a flood €f tean. Poor Matilda! lier mM-reapect 
was sordy fault, facr idea of ber latSk lore in- 
paiied, and that impaaaaaed son], wfaidi slie 
had wanlttfqfiedas a <3od, she began to think: no 
longer aimnatedby god*Hke sentiment Sorrow- 
stricken, as «he was^ at the d]soo¥erj,tbe ample 
Countess saw as yet hat little: her husband's 
delicacy she could not but entertain an isfierior 
idea c^ but all she attributed to national cus- 
toms, to prejudices insurmountable. His love 
she did not questinn that she could not doubt. 
Yet most females even unacquainted with ItaUan 
life, would have had fionefiight enough to con-^ 
elude, that the loving husband, who re«oin<>- 
mended an innoc^t cavalier to his lady, Umself 
entertained the thought of acting such to some 
married fair. 

The deepest rooted feelings, however, if un- 
countenimoed by those around and in halntual 
converse with us, soon become shaken. Lady 
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EustpB furpaased her daughter far in di^ mania 
of Itfllianiylng barself ; tlie CoufiteeB'^ French 
fafume de chambre^ a self^xmstituted counsellor, 
not lo he tttenced, was load in bdbalf of all 
those freedoms and ways that shocked Matilda, 
99d evell at times threatened to quit the service 
iif so solitary aod uo&u^hionable a dame. The 
example and r^iU^ of all her dear female ac- 
quaintance iirged the Countess to compliance ; 
they represQnted the ci\$^m in all the colours 
of convenience and decorum, and argued with 
some truth, that the only means of supporting 
a virtuous character in Naples, consisted in thus 
sacaiScing to its prejudices, and establishing a 
pure and intimate coimection with a man of in- 
telligence and honour. The {^rmdpessa Cara- 
dori herself urged her young friend to the step, 
certainly from xk) wish to corrupt her; but 
knowing Avelliyap, and the habit of all Italian 
gentry, she fwc^aw certain misery for Matilda, 
unJbss she eonfoixoed to the Italian ways both 
of acdsg aad thinking in these matters. 
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*^ Why may I not remain as I am,^ said 
Matilda, ^* lonely 'tis true, more so than I ever 
hoped to be as the wife of Avellino, but still all 
his. Alone I can support his absence, which 
perhaps is necei^sary, but th^ attentions of 
another, not to speak of all that i& revolting and 
offensive in the idea, would but mark and make 
tne feel the stronger this n^lect, that fashion, it 
seems, prescribes my husband. No, my dear 
Principessa, iirgte not this advice. I will remain 
even as I am.*" 

*' But, daughter of mine, as t may call you,^ 
Ireplied the Princess, ** you are not yet ac- 
quainted with the inconvenience, the impossi- 
bility of remaining thus alone. You are scarcely 
a year married, and for that space our male world 
respect the nuptial tie. Henceforward you 
must expect and be prepared for importunitiesi^ 

" Importunities^ Signora !" said Matilda, " 1 
shall instantly give up the name of any such 
audacious ruffian to my husband. Avellino will 
avenge the insult and chastise the insulter.^ 
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'^^ What! for paying homage to his lovely 
wife ? He would be the busiest man in Naples, 
I promise ye. The Count, believe me, Matilda, 
will not trouble himself with these every-^y 
occurrences. It is to yourself^ to your own 
xsonduct, that you are to look for protection. 
Nay, my dear girl, do not weep.'' 

" If my husband will not defend his own 
honour,'' cried Matilda, " how can he hope me 
to respect it ?'^ 

" There again \ you English are always iti 
extremes ; you are absolutely ferocious, and will 
not hear reason^ The cotii^sel I givfe you, is the 
only step that can defend the honour and virtue, 
which, my dear Countess, you might prize quite 
as much without being so outrageously sensi- 
tive. A husband here is no protector in trifling 
matters ; our customs so will it — with but him 
you are alone. And the world seeing you alone, 
will deem you open to be won, your heart in 
fact to let ; there will be no end of attempts, 
intrigues, and quarrds : and Avellino^ had he 
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a Jjundred jiv^fi, could not nuse his arm against 
a multitude. But support yourself once upon 
the afm ot a reeeiyed cavalier, be be ataid> and 
xMy and hideous as you will^ tluit sioiaent will 
^secution ce^se.^ 

^< And my loss of character is thus to pur*- 
chase my immunity frc«n insult?'' 

<> Your cibaraeter ijs Aeitbar loet nor perilled 
by the act, my pretty prccieu^e. What matlier^ 
of-fact creatures ye are. I thought that tjie 
senUmental daubers of the North believed 
even in Platonic loVe.'' 

^< 'Tis at least .seldom practi^ed^" »aid the 
Countess drily 

<< We Southerns understand these uMUters 
better^-without arrogance I say it. We know 
what passion is, our clime can answer for it ; 
and in our hour of youth haive hearts as agitated 
by its impulse, na heart can be. But sudi high'- 
wrought feelings dp not ^ure^-^they were 
neifer iiiytended to endure; and this is the ab- 
surdly oi your mRtrimonial idea in the north) 
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to perpetuate, not ihe -passicxiate feeling of love 
between united spouses— 4liat were imposs^^le 
— but its semblance. A couple, once loving and 
bdoved amongst jou, tbink it tlieir duty to 
continue so for ever — and dutifully they do con* 
tinue the sweet semblanee. We, on the con«- 
trary, are content to follow natinre : we know 
that pasnon must -subside— we are prepared for 
its decay, and supply with the less violent but 
still soothing sentiment of friend&bip, the vmd 
that has been left by love.*** 

** And why, if passion must die,^ said Ma- 
tilda, •" cannot the same dear husband, I will 
say, who was the olagect of love, be afterwards 
the object of friendship and esteem ? " 

^* My dear Matilda, I need but refer you to 
the most vulgar maxim of Rochefoucault for an 
answer. What ! two beings, that have expe^ 
lienced and esdiausted tc^ether all tjie depths 
of passion — ^they to taste after the ddights of 
friendship ! No, my sweet English wcHnan — they 
might perhaps live in the distant, decorous 
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friendship of your compatriots. But how can 
the once adoring husband stoop in his day of 
apathy to that feeling of anxious respect, to those 
thousand little attentions, that a friend delights 
to pay P Impossible — the sexes (I do not speak 
wickedly my pretty saint) have need of one ano- 
ther ; they are happy to breathe the ur of the same 
apartment, and be taken notice of by each other, 
without a thought beyond. It is to gratify this 
pure, this simple wish of natiure, that Italian re- 
finement has invented the order of cavoZi^r^. They 
have their laws, Matilda, rigid as the Trappists ; 
— and such intimates are less to be feared by us 
than passing intriguers. Besides, my dear Coun- 
tess, as a crowning argument, there is absolutely no 
doing without one. Youll be obliged to choose. 
An Italian family without a thiixi power in it, 
would be like your government, as it is described, 
was it without a third estate, both— but you are 
no politician." 

** No" said Matilda, " I am nothing— I know 
nothing— nothing but that I am wretched.^' 
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Meantime Matilda^s " iinpassicmed Avellino^ 
had fallen into the oft-tended snare of la bella 
Pemella. For a long time the powers of fasci- 
nation had been exercised to subdue the Count ; 
but all the admiration that he could afford to 
la PerneUa^ previous to his attachment to Matilda 
and subsequent marriage, was too trifling to per- 
mit her to think of sacrificing the least in return. 
Avellino's heart then bounded towards a loftier 
goal ; which once arrived at, the fair Baroness 
expected the natural consequences, and resolved 
to catch the Count's heart at the rebound. In 
this she perfectly succeeded. 

Avellino's affection for his wife declined, not 
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from satiety of possession — they know nothing 
of the hearty who attribute inconstancy to that 
vulgar and futile motive, — ^but the jar, the want 
of sympathy between them in all the minor con- 
siderations of lif(^. An Italian has one ideal for 
the nymph he would woo— he has another for 
the woman that is his wife ; and Matilda, per- 
fectly as her character filled the former — to be, or 
shine an Italian Countess, die bad neither know- 
ledge nor aiobition. Months bad pa^eed sinee 
shefaad been a married dame, atill she was the 
same fond girl ; her every thoi^t turned upon 
Avellino, and not one upon the world — she was 
even more a girl sinoe their marriage thanbefore^ 
indulging in com{d«int and mild peproach, in- 
stead of the command with which die had treated 
Avellino as a lov^. Qn ev^ point and topic, 
searious or trivial, as I have observed, they were 
at vamnce-^-if Matilda cov^ned her opinicms in 
silence, she a^qpeared to her huaband mAeat dull 
or sullen— if she spoke them forth, die revealed 
still more the interval that separated their cha- 
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faeters-^temper was lont oa both sides— (rften 
they parted irritated against each other— and 
then the reconciknient was a scene. For the first 
and second time these *oenea seemed delightful 
renovations of kive— the very quarrel seemed 
worth havmg fcr the xsMdnmn sake— but the 
repetition of than soon beoand irksome, and 
destroyed thediarm, and disgust grew to be the 
prevailing fe^ng with which they parted, whe- 
ther in anger or in love. 

All these sym^rtoms, however^ were gradual 
m their progress, and a full year and a half had 
passed m^se their marri^, ere this advanced 
•tage of kjve's dedensioii had arrived. Avd- 
Kao's absence from his palace, his deserdon of 
the Countess, at first was in obedience to faAion, 
toprojwiety ; there wasnow no need of the pretext. 
With flushed cheeks and fretted temper he 
quitted h often of krte, to seek consolation— where 
better than in the Caradcoi palace, from bis 
andeot atKi tried fri^, the Principessa, and 
from his dear fn^d, the fiur Pernella? La 
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Pernella, as she has been described, possessed 
that kind of beauty and attraction most likely to 
win the heart that rebounded from Matilda. 
She was the very contrast of the lovely English- 
woman, not only in personal traits, but in charac- 
ter. Matilda was tender sensitive, spirited, and 
vivacious— Pemella soul-less, mild and apa- 
thetic. In truth she would have been cold, 
nor known perhaps the sentiments she so expe- 
rienced and inspired. But in the south, although 
women may be without souls, without hearts 
they never are ; and although every other feel- 
ing be extinct, the one grand one that prevails, 
is to be found throughout all ranks and dis- 
positions. Love like the wall-flower, will take 
root and bud forth there in any cranny ; if the 
soil beneath be not generous enough to impart 
to it the fitting moistiu*e, it .wiU imbibe &om 
the air and the dew of heaven sufficient whereon 
to thrive and flourish. 

The winter and spring of the seccmd year of 
Matilda^ *^ wedded bliss^' passed on, though of 
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that bliss those seasons might ah-eady be deno- 
minated the autumn. Still the Count and 
Countess lived on together, healing each breach 
as well as might be done, and latterly avoid- 
ing scrupulously all causes of dissension. During 
that period Matilda lost her mother, an event of 
little importance either to her fate or the reader^s 
attention. Still she felt the severing of that 
only link that bound her to her native land, and 
reminded her of it with more pcHgnancy ; now 
that her vain regrets were more often turned 
thither, than they had been in the days of her 
unalloyed happiness. . To dissipate the grief, 
real and decorous, with which she mourned this 
event, the Count and Countess were invited by 
the Principessa Caradori to spend some burning 
weeks of summer at her castle in Calabria, and 
the Count, whose estates lay in thtit province, 
urged the necessity of his visiting his property 
as an argument with Matilda, who on many 
accounts was rather unwilling to accept the invi- 
tation. Avellino, however, by the plea pf busU 
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ness and his interest, prevailed ; and tbey set 
forth accordingly for Castei Lusd, as the moun- 
tain residence or fortress of the Ptincipessa was 
called. 

The total want of inns, tiie scantiness of ac^ 
comsiodatbB and provisions along the wild 
road they had to tr^erse, prevented the several 
parties that were to unite in enjoying the festiT 
vities and hospitality of Castei Luzzi, from 
making the joiuney together. Ten travellers 
would have created a famine in any of the vil- 
lages; and the rich convents, those delightful 
Christian Caravanser as of the good cAd times, 
had been so much diminished during the r^n 
of Joseph and Murat, that these ^i^s of repose 
could no longer be reckoned upon by the Prin- 
cipessa or her friends. In conseqi^noe the seve^ 
ral parties bent thither, each by itsd^ and with 
pr(^>ar intervals of time and distance between 
them. 

Removed from the dissipated scene of 
Neapohtmi life, alone traversing the beautiful 
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shares of the Mediterranean, Av^tio and Ma- 
tUda felt their mutual affecdoa rekindle. The 
saU&ne scen^y of n^fture was before them, 
the petty, fretful topics of sodety and their 
fashionable friends for the time removed, and 
tb^ minds seamed oiwemore awakened to conge- 
nial feelings Had the journey ksted, Areilino 
would have forgotten the bewitobing Pernella 
without regret, and Matildn been once m<H*e 
mistress of the warm but fidde heart of her 
husband. But a few days brought them to Castel 
Luzzi, and Avellino, on replnnging into Italian 
iociety, laughed at the absurd idea 0[ taiMg 
in love a second time with his own wife. The 
'never-failing Pemdla was of course l^ the Prin- 
cipessa's side ; and Don Antonio, whom the rea- 
der has h^rd to speak, was of the party. There 
welte, moreover, crowds of nobles from the Prince 
to the Baron-^no difficult collection in that 
most titled knd---poeta and muudtiis^ et hoc 
genua omnte came in scores to entertain tlie cooa- 
nany-^nor were there wanting guesit, even 
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noble guests, to act Pulicinelli for general amuse- 
ment, and who grimaced for their dinner, much 
in the wgy that English wags pun for theirs in 
our humour-loving land. 

Amongst the invited, Matilda was surprised 
to discover a countryman of her own, whom 
curiosity had induced to accept an invitation to 
these Calabrian wilds. He was a gay young 
noble. Lord Spottiswood, traveUing in Italy, 
seemingly to complete his collegiate and politir 
cal studies by perfecting himself in connoisseur- 
ship and gallantry. Matilda was surprised to 
meet a countr}rman in Calabria; his Lordship 
was doubly astonished to meet a lovely English 
woman not only there, — but there as an Italian^s 
wife. With all his fashionaUe nonchalance, 
both of heart and manner, Lord Spottiswood 
actually blushed on being first made acquainted 
with the story of Matilda; and although too 
polite to show the contempt and pity he felt for 
her degradation, such were the only feelings 
with which he could behold her. The Countess 
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however, guilelessly and involuntarily approadied 
her countryman, for whom, as such, she would 
have felt but alienation a few years since ; and 
ke, on observing the understanding betweai the 
Count and La Pemella, felt all indignaticoi 
subside into pity for his fair compatriot de- 
serted. 

It is a strange propensity people have always 
to fall into pairs ; it is, however, an univ^sal one ; ^ 
and the two, who are last in exercising their 
choice, are in a manner compelled to come toge- 
ther, and act the amiable to one another. In 
general this union of two pis aUers is a very 
dismal companionship indeed; 4n the case of 
Matilda and LordSpottiswoodit proved agreeable 
in the extreme. At first the young Lord, who 
like aU En^&shmen, looked for instruction even 
in atnusement, would ^have prefei^ed to aUacfa 
himself to an Italian bdle, but these in a made 
oountary party, were of course occupied, and ott - 
the first general excursion, his arm and Matilda's 
remained vacant f(»r one anc^her. 

VOL. I. G 
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Supported by her accomplished countrymaa, 
Matilda marked her husband by the side of La 
Femdla. She had loi^ noticed his attentions 
towards that artful and lovely perscmage, and 
the little that she had ever perceived was suffi- 
cient to destroy her last solace, — her confidence 
in Avellino's affection. Tortured with jealousy 
and suspicion, still ^e would not credit all the 
truth, and excused, while she watched, the inter- 
^eourse and smiles, in her presence guarded, that 
passed between her husband and the Baroness. 
From the moment, however, that she aoc^ed 
Ihe arm of Lord Spottiswood, the Ccmnt seemed 
to grai^ at the pretext, and his assiduities in 
paying his court to La Femella, were no 
longer restrained by her humour or her presence. 
Pemella seaned ev^ to glory in the display of 
her conquest before the unha^iy Countess, and 
more than once affected an understanding be- 
fM^en them, as if they were both engaged in 
a nmikr game of intrigue. 

This was the inal, the deadi blow to MatiL 
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da's peace. Sh^ had been long wakemng to th^ 
lienors of her If alian existence ; this was the 
frightful assurance of its trutk 80 soon had lan- 
guished that " itnpasmoned love/' whose fervour 
no English heart could equal ; so brief, so pasang 
did the affection prove, to which -she had sacii- 
Seed her home, her country, hler every idea of 
comfort and of happiness. The dreadful truth 
had burst, however, by degrees upon her — she 
was in a degree prepared for the coldness, the 
infidelity of Avellino, and therefore her heart 
did not break utterly, deeply as it was stricken^ 
nevertheless, on beholding the certakity of what 
die must have foreseen. Her jealousy was A 
complex feeling ; not only was it disappointed 
love, that torture to which the heart can find no 
^ual, but to this was joined the deep and 
ever.rising self-reproach of all she had sacrificed^ 
of how mudi she wad degraded ; and she looked 
upon Avellino not only as one faithless, bul 
Angrateful. 

It was now tob lat^ {ot r^pto&A— Mttildit 
6 2 
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felt so. Neither did it become her pride: on 
minor points she could have used entreaty ; she 
had ever been throughout ii^deed the submissive 
wife, but disjoined affection severs all other 
ties, and Matilda felt herself alone, abandoned 
to her sorrows and her pride. For this ^ence, 
this solemn demeanour in his wife, that marked 
a consciousness of the truth, and no more, 
Avellino was not prepared — it alarmed him. 
He even sought discussion — ^he explained, ex- 
culpated himself. Matilda seemed as apathetic 
as the most abandoned, to her husband^s inno- 
cence or guilt. She used neither reproof nor 
tears, and Avellino felt even awed before the 
silent dignity of wounded love and pride. 

Lord Spottiswood also felt deeply interested 
for Matilda. He saw, and was proud to see, his 
countrywoman in one of the most trying posi- 
tions of life, contrasted with the females around 
her — hearUstricken with disappointment and 
with grief, yet disdaining to display it — scorning 
to vent it in reproach, or, as an Italian wife in 
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the same predicament would have done, to take 
the vengeance that vice and self-degradation' 
offered. As a friend, in so delicate a case he 
could not offer himself, notwithstanding the 
plea of country ; still every distinction and al- 
leviation that his converse or attentions cpuld 
bring, ie delicately proffered. The Countess 
did not repel his friendly advances, and much 
as she disdained to imitate her husband by en- 
deavouring to excite in his breast feelings simi- 
lar to those which she experienced, still to 
repulse altogether the friendship of her coun- 
tryman would seem, she thought, a vain appeal 
to AvelUno's generosity. 

In the midst of those smile-covered scenes of 
intrigue, of love, and jealousy, the Principessa 
proposed to her guests a visit to the ruins of 
Sybaris, not very distant from Castelluzzi. A 
more apt or congenial pilgrimage she could not 
have chosen for them, and thither accordingly 
the whole party set forth, leaving the castle and 
its surrounding orange groves long before the 
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^mr of sunrise. So occupied has the reader 
been held by the love and disappcnntment of 
Matilda, that Castelluz^i even has passed with- 
out description: a few strokes suffice to bring 
its scene before one. A lofty range of A pen- 
nine stretched from north to south in the 
i^idst of the narrow peninsula ; half way up the 
mountain, though upon an eminence so detached 
jtrom it as not to be commanded, at least by such 
artillery as was brought into play before the in* 
yention of gunpowder, stood the castle, worthy 
of illustrating the story of the most warlike and 
feudal of Sicilian romances. Still its bright 
battlements basking in ti\e sun, and its towers 
rfusing themselves to view with som^ difficulty, 
truly, from the woods of fragrant orange trees in 
ifhich they were embosomed, suited but the 
softer side of the romantic. Beneath it lay gray,, 
^stening groves of oHve, whilst above, witb 
the exception of a few scattered and ra^ed 
chesnutSji ^^ mountain res^red itself bare and 
bald up to the herbless summits But the spak 



Digitized 



by Google 



itaelf was not the charm ; it was the fresh and 
healthful breese that streamed upon diose 
bdghts, ui^isturlnng the slug^ah -vapour of the 
jJain below — ^*twas the prospect extendi]^ south 
and west, to Eufemia, to Sicily, mid o^er the 
sea, the calm Uue waters of whidi were studded 
with the Lipari isles. The nearest of these was 
Strombdi, an otject of interest to which the 
mc»iiing out-look was always turned, as it ia 
from Naples towards Vesuvius, to mark if oneV 
volcanic ndghbour mecUtates any change or coo* 
vulsion to break the listless languor of the pass^ 
log time. 

From it being thus situated, the range of 
Apennine, on the side of which arose the 
towers o£ Gastelluzzi^ shut out the east com* 
jdetely frcmi the view, and the sun had risea 
always (at a consida^able time before its ray 
could peer over the mountain tc^ down upon 
the castle* The ^reat object of the pres^ot 
^pedition was to see the god of day rising from 
that eastam aea, of which the unexploring gueaU 
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txf Castelluzzi had not as yet obtained a glimpse^ 
It was owing to this that they set forth at so 
early an hour, to the great discontent of many 
of the guests, who vowed that such inordinately 
early rising was a most unfit mode of beginning 
ft day to be devoted to the memory of the an- 
cient Sybarites, and to a contemplation ef their 
abode.. But even the remonstrances of these- 
murmurers were turned to superlatives and ex- 
clamatives of admiration, when having passed 
the gorge of the Apennine, the east, then in- 
deed the glorious east, burst to their view^ illtt- 
mined as yet but by heralding rays of the sun. 
It was the famed gulph of Tarentum that lay 
before them. The sun rose beyond, and almost 
at the very point of the Japygian promontory^ 
and some believed they could descry the summit 
of the Albanian hiUs intercepting* the bright 
disk as it rose. As the shwe of the Tarentinfr 
gulph became all around marked and discernible, 
the eye of the antiquarian could discover the 
ruins or remains of its once celebrated citieisk 
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Oppodte was Tai-entum, nearer Heraclea, and 
to the south the view extended to Crotona and 
Caljrpso's island. 

Lord Spottiswood was enchanted^ and Matilda 
forgot for a space her jealousy and sorrows, as 
she gazed upon the scene. Avellino and the 
constant occupant of his am, the fdr Pemella, 
were near the Countess at the moment ; they 
were even within hearing. 
. ** Is it not beautiful, my fair idol ?^' said the 
Count. 

" What is beautiful ?" replied the Baroness, 
who like her compatriots, prized little the rural 
beauty that her country abounded in ; ** is it 
the sun, and the sea, and the cold morning — 
what sentiment, I pray you, could such a scene 
excite at such an uncomfortable hour ?^ 

^* Does not that sunrise give birth to glorious 
sentiments?"^ 

" Glorious sentiments ! my dear Count, — pray^ 
what do you mean? Such are for general 
G 8 
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efBcers of his Majesty^s guards like yourseUi^ 
I know them not.*^ 

Matilda^s heart beat high, as she OTerbeia:d 
the conversation. Ah ! ^twas not thus, thought 
die, that my heart and taste i^ponded to- 
Ayellino's. 

** The charms of moonlight," continued the^ 
Baroness, ** I understand ; especially if seea^ 
from the deep window of a gay saloon, with 
mirth on one side, and nature on the otlier. — I 
like the latter vastly ; but to be forced to enjoy 
it, and that too before the night blast has lost its 
chill, is too sublime, too romantic for me. Yet 
with you, Avellino^ it is tolerable,^ added La 
Pernella, doing away by her tenderness the un- 
gracious effect that her want of sympathy in 
enjoying the picturesque might have produced 
upon her cavalier. 

The Countess sighed, and Spottiswood si- 
lently made his comment, which was, that simi- 
larity of habits and ways of life are more neces* 
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siury than even congenial feelings to rendar the 
union of the married la&dng and haj^y. 

An agreeable ride down the steep descent at 
the Apennine, and along the rude shore of th« 
gulph, brought them to the celebrated Syba-^ 
ris, the ruins of which, basking beneath the 
ray of morn on the brink of the Mediterranean's, 
still surface and unencroaching wave, formed 
at once a fit grave and emblem of the Epicurean; 
city. The curious and the learned here found 
various objects of research. For the Princess and 
her Sybarite friends, a tent was pitched on a 
green sward, that stretched to the very brink of 
the sea. Matilda and Lord Spottiswood seemed 
both willing to escape from the idle gallantry and 
chiacchera of the tent, and enjoyed the scene^ 
seeking no particular object with the antiqua- 
rian party ; but content with the ensemble, — witlt. 
these almost obliterated ruins, unostentatious like^ 
their founders, — that bay that had borne so manj^ 
Roman and Grrecian navies, and those whitd- 
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Specks, that marked the once pi^oud citieS' ef 
Magna Grsecia, in which Pythagoras taught. 
Lord Spottiswood was familiar with all the 
springs of association connected with the scene; — 
without pedantry, he explained them to Matilda, 
who felt not the less delighted for being igno- 
rant of the names and times that rendered this 
scene so glorious. The obscure and even un* 
identified relic of antiquity is as much revered-, 
and perhaps more, than when the Cicerone has 
exerted his antiquarian skill thereon, and bap- 
tized it with some classic name. Who that looks 
from the Capitoline hill down upon the Forum, 
feels his delight a jot enhanced by having pointed 
out to him the Curtian lake, or the very spot where • 
the famed fig-tree grew ? 

As Lord Spottiswood and Matilda sat but a 
short space removed from the tent, beneath 
the shade of two or three pillars with their deep- 
entablature, the gay converse of the party withi»' 
reached their ears. It was some such as ii^ 
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sation, and Matilda could have listened to it if 
alone, without perhaps heeding it. So might 
Lord Spottiswood in a similar situation. But 
they were together, both English ; and at its 
brutality each blushed for the other, and Ma- 
tilda for herself, as well as for her countryman^r 
The blood still flushed in their cheeks, when a 
sudden gust of wind from the Apennine swept 
through a neighbouring orange grove, and almost 
deluged them with the perfume. It was impos- 
sible not to have been struck with the contrast, 
and Lord Spottiswood, almost involuntarily re* 
cited that beautiful paragraph taken from Goethe 
by Byron, which forms the commencing stanzas 
of the Bride of Abydos :— 

" Know ye the land,.where the cypress and myrtle. 
Are emblems of deeds that are done in their clime— 
Where the light wings of Zephyr, oppressed with perfume. 
Wax faint o*er the gardens of Gul in her bloom j 
Where the citron and olive, are fairest of fruits. 
And the voice of the nightingale never is mute ; 
Where the tints of the earth, and the hues of the sky,, 
In the colour though varied, in beauty may vie^ ^ 
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And the purple of ocean is deepest in dye j 
Where the virgins are soft as the roses they twine^ 
And all, save the spint of man — ** 

and his Lordship paused with contemptuous em- 
phasis, 

" is divine." 

" You forget, my Lord, you speak to aft 
Italian — at least, to an Italian'^s wife,*" said Ma- 
tilda. 

" Not all Italian, my fair countrywoman ; 
whatever it may have been, this moment your 
heart heals English^ I'll be sworn.'' 

" You are wrong, my Lord, — imprudent, — 
nay, imkind, to awake these feelings now. My 
choice is made; 'twere even criminal now to ques- 
tion the wisdom of that choice." 

" You must not suspect me. Countess, of scr 
foul a meaning. The heart, too, is empowered to 
make exception to its own rules: Count Avel- 
lino has warmth, spirit, sincerity — but the others^ 
must you not contemn them ?*" 

^ They are the compatriots erf my husband,** 
said the Countess. 
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Jjf3^ ^pottiswood by na meaas excluded that 
llusbandfrom the contempt be professed for the 
Itrbole Italian race. But it was delicate ground 
to tread on. He was silent. Tbe Countess read 
bis thoughts. 

** You mistake Count Avellinoy" said Matilda; 
** it is merely the habits of his country and its 
forms that he indulges in. You knew my father, 
you knew my friends. You must not tell them 
I am wretched. Indeed I am notv" the tear* 
were burstii^ from her eyes. 

" I would that your friends were witnesses of 
your happiness,*" said Spottiswood, who did not 
shrink from inflicting what he thought a merited 
pang upon his countrywoman. He had known- 
Maxwell, and felt a strong impulse and desire to 
be the avenger of his fate, not upon the cruel 
cause of it, but upon AvelKno, whom the En- 
glishman's manliness more than his justice, ac- 
cused and looked on as the proper object of that 
rengeance. Still, as the husband of Matilda,, 
Spottiswood TOspected his^life. 
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To the ironic wish the Countess Avellino coulcf 
reply but by tears. Spottiswood felt that he had 
urged his vengeance too far, and endeavoured in 
every way to pacify and to calm his country- 
woman. His assiduities were descried by the 
merry party in the tent, and watched for some 
time by them with considerable interest. " She 
learns,'' said the Princess. " I knew she would,'* 
cried La Pemella ; " I give ye joy. Count Ye 
are a Neapolitan pair of spouses at the last. So 
ridiculous of her to afiect to be better than her 
neighbours, and hold out so long ! But an Ita- 
lian less than Avellino she scorned ; ye are too 
decorous gallants, countr3rmen of mine, for these 
English spouses. They want a downright lover, 
such as their own country can afford. And per- 
haps they are right. Count. What say you> 
Count Avellino r* 

But Count Avellino was for the moment un- 
Italian enough to seem not to relish the joke by 
any means : he was even so preposterous as to look 
grave, and even angry on the subject, which in- 
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creased the excellence of the joke tenfold to the 
ruthless Sybarites. 

" Do but look at him,'' exclaimed La Pernelht, 
piqued at the interest he displayed in his wife> 
conduct. 

** My dear Count," said the Principessa, 
** pray, do not treat us to a scene Anglaise in 
the ruins of Sybaris. I declare it would be a 
joke too good to escape San Carlino.'* 

Avellino did rush forth, in despite of the 
ridicule. The Countess rose to meet him ; and 
her tearful eye was bent to mark if his approach 
might be construed into kindness or returning 
affection. His angry brow revealed his resent- 
ment ; but he went no further. The scene^ that 
the Principessahad deprecated, was too ridiculous 
before such witnesses as those {M*esent to be at- 
tempted by an Italian in his senses. The calm 
and innocent look of the Englishman too, was 
sufficient of itself to have disarmed suspicion. 

The Count at the least continued to smother 
his : he smilingly took once more his place by 
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thelovdj Baroness, who seeuied to Matilda to 
be now for the first time since tbar acquaintance 
excited ; her eye glistened with delight, and her 
smile with the most gratified malice. To those 
who were at liberty to discuss it, the little ad-- 
venture formed a fruitful subject of mirth dming 
the progress home to Castelluaxi, where, after 
winding slowly up the Apennine, and passing 
once more its gorge, the gay party returned- 
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DuEiNG her return Matilda was more than 
usually gloomy ; she had perceived Avellino^s 
resentment, and was not artful enough to rejoice 
at any symptom, however painful, that denoted a 
still lingering spark of love. She but felt the 
jealous and tyrannic nature, that pursued its 
own reckless pleasure regardless of the pangs 
it cost her, yet at the same time alive to the 
semblance of similar neglect offered to itself. 
Lord Spottiswood, too, was reserved; and 
strongly as his British pride, and his former 
friendshipforthe unfortunate Maxwell, prompted 
him to interfere, yet he knew any such attemp 
on his part now would be dishonourable, as well 
as ruinous to the happiness of his country 
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woman. Perhaps he was urged on by a deeper 
feeling ; and certwily we cannot long look upon 
lovely woman in any state of life as an object 
of interest, without feeling deeper sympathy in 
her fate and fortune, than the mere impulse of 
generosity could give birth to. The complexion 
of the young Lord^s feelings mattered little^ 
however ; honour, what he owed to the national 
name, to himself, and to Matilda, excluded 
from his mind any ulterior views, save those 
of the purest friendship. Matilda felt the same 
for him, and without the danger or approach of 
more ; her heart had fulfilled its turn of love, 
of flattering, and of pahi, and sorrow and re- 
gret possessed it utterly, to the exclusion of every 
happier feeling. Its spring had passed, its 
blossoms flowered and faded, and its tendrils 
taken their clinging grasp — these might be torn 
and withered — more it had not the spirit to 
put forth or produce. 

Avellino, however, did not deem the heart of 
his Countess altogether so seared, so indurated 
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against the future darts of love. He boasted that 
he knew the fickle heart of woman : he maligned 
the sex, and judged, from his own selfishness 
and fickleness of theirs. That the affection of 
his Countess should be estranged from him, he 
knew was likely, was just ; and from the not 
erroneous ideas that he entertained of woman, in 
the vulgar state of nature to which she is re- 
duced at Naples, he <;oncluded that it would be 
impossible for his deserted wife to resist at once 
the desire of retaliation, and the assiduities 
moreover of a compatriot. This, too, was the 
bitterest thought. Avellino hated the English. 
H^had often sought to assume his place amongst 
them, as a semi-Briton, from his marriage with 
Matilda ; but his sagacity could not fail to dis- 
cover the inferior estimation at which he was 
rated by the proud insulars. Latterly, too, the 
Countess's ebbing favour towards her country 
irritated him, although he knew himself the 
cause. Maxwell was not forgotten, and that 
triumph served but to exasperate his pride. 
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He had recommended a cavalier to bis Lad/, 
and wished her to adopt that custom-^but theta 
be had an Italian in his view, one of thosfe 
cameleon-gallants of his country, who, in despite 
of the boasted heat of their blood and ve- 
hemence of their passions, are content to live 
on air, and to exist on the favour of a smile. 
Even if not, they had that character: but a 
countr3rman of her's — an English gallant — who 
would be an actual, earnest lover — his character 
would be lost, Neapolitan pride scandalized by 
the concession — ^he would be hooted from so- 
ciety. 

*• A prince had reconciled" 

the polish Count in Mazeppa "to the thing '^ — 
but an Englishman — Avellino foamed with rage 
and actual jealousy at the idea, and, we may 
well suppose, the converse of the fair Pernelk, 
during the return to Castelluzzi, was not much 
calculated to improve his temper. 

** Ebhenij''' said Avellino, after having paced 
fof some minutes, silent and moody, the Cdun- 
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tarfs dresfflDg-room, ** thou hast become recon- 
ciled to our Neapolitan customs, and at last 
taken to you in good earnest a cavalier^ 

"You are wrong, Avellino. My wish to 
remain solitary has in no wise changed. But 
what is left for me to do in excursions such as 
these, except to take the first vacant arm ?^ 

" Nay, I don'tcensure — Vm not angry — ^'twas 
I who recommended the thing. Only Hwas un- 
gracious, Matilda, in you to oppose our preju- 
dices so violently and long, to siurender them 
upon meeting with the first young English noble 
that pleased your fancy.*" 

" You wish, then, that I should not sufier my- 
self to be addressed by Lord Spottiswood.*' 

" I wish to make any such fool of myself and 
my wife ? Not 1— — I would not controul your 
humours.*' 

** Nay, Avellino, you are angry, are hurt. 
Speak your bidding, angrily if you will, but 
without a sneer, and I will do it. You know me 
not, Avdlino. What, that tended to your peace 
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and honour, would I not dp— what not sacrifice^ 
at one w^rd of thine, if that word were but spoken 
in affection ?" 

*^ Auch ! this is sentiment, Madam — ^we are too 
old for scenes.''' 

The Countess could not reply, except with 
tears. 

" And you are jealous too, I suppose, Signora 
Contessa," continued the Count. 

" Have I ever said so ?"said Matilda, raising 
her weeping eyes, and regarding her husband 
with that x:alm dignity, that he so nu^h aUiorred 
and shrunk from. 

" You have looked if' ^<;^^ 

^^ Then the consciousness of a cau8l|||; in your 
own breast, Avellino, for I have never MKed 
towards you with resentment." 

" I wish with all my heart you did. It would 
be more tolerable than that English pride that 
of kte I see impressed on your countenance, the 
same as on those haughty countrymen of thine. 
Why, every fopling of them in his straight-laced; 
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sides and embroidered jacket, struts a kin^ and 
we, it would seem, the slaves, whose vulgar re- 
velry they deign to visit. By heaven, I detest 
the entire race, and this sword — but they fear to 
use in their honourable quarrels a soldier's wea- 
pon."" 

Matilda put up her hand to check the Count 
in the insults he was oflfering to her country. Al- 
though the Englishwoman felt not for herself, 
she felt for that, and her cheek flushed, and her 
ear tingled with rising resentment. At any former 
period she might have smiled at tlus vent given by 
her husband to angered prejudice, but at present it 
recalled too joaany comparisons and regrets, and 
the subiffission that her spirit shrunk intQ beneath 
her own present wrongs, it needed but a pre- 
text like this to throw off, and indulge in open 
bitterness. 

" But no matter," said the Count, ^* this Lord 
I cannot suffer — 'his hearing, even in the distant 
comer of a saloon offends me. By the i^de of 

VOL. If p 
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my wife^ it is torture-*-it is not jealou^, 'tis 
deeperj-^bitterer still,"" 

** It is not jealousy, then, you feel?*' observed 
the Countess. 

" No, Signora,'* tepKed die Count with a 
smile. 

^^ Hurt vanity is as bitter to some souls as hurt 
aiEection,^ said the Countess, *< but thine, Avel- 
lino! "" 

*^ But ! leave sentiment. This lord — this 
SpoUiswood — but why do I talk? — now you 
cannot behave with marked coldness towards 
iiim — that would set tongues bu^er stilL But 
come, Matilda, let us be fiiends.'* 

<* Friendship then be it, Avellino,if you will," 
said the Countess with a sigh. 

^*' Or call it lore. But to be rational-^ ca- 
valier like this Englishman, would not be toler 
fated at Naples, and fpr an, hundred reasons — 
he is soft to be trusted — he knows not the mys- 
teries,^ the ways, the delicai^ies of the station. — 
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Choose an Italian, if you -will ; I am content, nay, 
^rge you to it ; but a milord at your side is 
what I, what no one, would suffer." 
. Matildi^ assured her husband that there wa$ 
no need of his admcoution ; that ^ a^y oQ^» 
even of Lord Spottiswood, she had never thought 
of in the light he hinted. The Count taxed her 
respecting the tears that s^fs 1^^ shed, appa^ 
rently under the influence of Lord Spottiswood's 
eloquence, in the visit that day to Sybaris, 
3he did not explain the true <3a^s^, which could 
but increase the Countsf resentment, and her 
Invasions had perhaps a stnmger effect than tl^e 
truth, which from delicacy she avoUbad. How- 
ever, he was for the time pacified aiid lee-assured, 
por during the remainder of their stay at CasteL 
)uzzi, did a look (h* word of discontent on his part 
interrupt the friaidly intercourse that neoessar 
rily subsisted between th^ Countess and Lord 
^pottiswoodv His own attentiona to la bella 
Pemella were in the mean time mcreasing ; and 
f|U the mutual r^ardQwd etk]petle of a i^egular 
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liaison, came to be established between them.— 
What charms he found in such, superior to the 
pure and glowing happiness he had experienced 
in the love of Matilda, it is beyond my skill in 
human nature to discover. The marriage tie 
in these countries is not the sacred, indissoluble 
bond ; that kind of despotic law, which' it is 
sweet to transgress. Intrigue there has riot even 
the charm of being esteemed a sin,-— it is an 
every day and a vulgar occupation. On com- 
paring the charms of Matilda and her successful 
rival, there was not the superiority that would 
excuse fickleness ; and if the minds, the hearts 
were balanced, AvelHno would have not 
so chosen — ^but tVas not love that led him 
astray, nor fickleness, nor even disgust at the disr 
cordaiice that certainly did exist between the 
habits and opinions of the Countess and his 
own ; — ^it was the custom of his country to wan- 
deti and he wandered, were it but for fashion^ 
sake. 
The Countess Avellino suffered all that she saw 
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and felt in iincomplaining and submissive sor« 
row ; reproaches were unavailing, and she knew 
no one to whom she could have recourse for 
advice or consolation. She had formerly shunned 
every £nglish female friend, and having ac- 
quired the character of this and-patriotic whim, 
for it was not deeper or more lasting, the ladies 
of her nation, that jcnned this year the gay so* 
ciety of Naples, drew back from the intimacy, 
that now she would have been deUghted to seek. 
From NeapoUtan females she could expect no 
sympathy whatsoever, nothing beycmd ridicule 
for misplaced sensibility, and such counsels as 
caused her to shudder. Even those signs of 
pining sorrow, that escaped in despite of her care 
in society, drew down upon her the raillery of all. 
•A friend from such rank she could not choose — 
oh ! how she longed for the society of one, of 
any of her own country play-mates — ^the mere 
tie of language would be sufficient to allow her 
to pour forth her sorrows into the bosom of a 
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compatriot. She reflected cm her hastily formed 
contempt of England, her past alienation from 
its sons and daught^^ : so far back in the path 
of painful regret^ ^ to the memory of Maxwell^ 
she would not alk>w her mind to revert — ^diat 
were a torture too insufferable. And even shun« 
ning it, there was puni^ment sufficient in the 
^trospect, ftnr that outrageous Hbnality and 
idmost denegation of country into which die 
. had fallen, imd to which too mimy of her £ur 
icountr3rWomen are prcme. 

Lord Spottiswood, in whose conyersati<» 
Matilda at times f<»rgot her now melandidyi 
but chosen exile, increased the Uttemess of tho^e 
regrets, as he^dispkyed, unconsciously to himself^ 
the pure nobleness of English feeling, in strong 
contrast with the worn and selfidi apathy, 
^evinced by eSA the others ihat surrounded her. 
A deep disgust of Italian character grew iqpon 
Matilda, extreme in proportion to the enthu- 
siastic partiality with whidi she had been for^ 
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raerly borne towards them; and itsprogresftbegon 
to undaimne even that love fot AveihiMS whkk 
he himself so flagnmtlg^ contribttted to shake. 
She had been abandoned, slighted — taiA Ast 
£dt it both as a woman and an Ei^lishwoman— 
national feelings were summoDed, as usual, to 
oonceal as well as increase personal ones, and the 
private quarrel ot her heart she engrafbed on 
patriotic sensibiltty. Every source of pleasure 
was for her dried up — the sky, the landscape^ 
the genial -climate c^ the south, die d^cunis 
moonlight of Calabria, the orange groves that 
filled the atmo6{^ere with perfume-^om all 
these she turned now with disgust — ^they were 
Italian. How (Ranged, alas ! in sentiiiient, fitim 
tl^ hour, when leankig in the first momafits of 
travelled enjoyment from her window in the 
Chiaja, she exclaimed^ '^ This for an eternity, 
were haj^iness ifuffident*' The scene arouad, 
the mere external world, is all that yoiith re^ 
quires and looks to for deUght, but the stings 
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and sorrows, and the pangs of disappointment^ 
are felt as much beneath the citrons or the pahn 
tree^s shade^ as under the vulgar verdure of the 
English elm. 

One love, say some maxim writers, can be 
dispelled from the human heart but by another^ 
It was not true of Matilda; for fast as hei* 
aflPection for her husband faded, or became con- 
verted into feelings of an opposite kind, I doubt 
if any other aiFection took its place. If there 
were such, it was at least too weak, and too con^ 
trouled to influence her conduct, or be men- 
tioned in this her history. Still the decay of 
her only affe(S;tion allowed more warmth, than her 
heart could otherwise liave i^)ared, to mingle 
with her fnendship for Lord Spottiswood. The 
Count did not prohibit Matilda's intercourse 
with the young Englishman while at Castel-^ 
luzzi^ and the manner in which he had chosen 
to notify his displeasure at the intimacy, was 
not that best calculated to produce an obedience 
to the spirit of his command. Disobey she did 
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not, and consequently her friendly intercourse 
with 3pottiswood was kept up. 

At Castelluzzi the devolution we have briefly 
decribed, took plac6 mote gradually in the heart 
of Matilda. The Count^s open and insultant incon- 
stancy, accompcinied by imperious jealousy, avow- 
edly not that of love^ but of vanity and national 
prejudice, had at last its natural efiect Avellino 
was no longer the worshipped of her idolatry, 
no more than Matilda was of his ; and the fourth 
act of Italian matrimony was completed. The 
Countess pined, 'tis true ; but her sorrow be- 
came capable of dissijMition, of forgetfulness ; and 
even in its paroxysms it proceeded moare from 
regret, ennui, vexation, a consciou«iess of exile 
and of self-sacrifice, than from the veritable pangs 
of jealousy and disappointed love. 

The heats of autumn had by this time abated, • 
the delights of Castelluzzi iiad b^n exhausted . 
there remained actually nothing more to see or to 
say, and both the fair and th^r cavaliers began 
to despair of entertwiing each other much 
& 3 
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longer, without the goesip and distractidn that 
the metropolis afforded. Thither, then, were 
the steps of the )>rincely hostess and her vifiatdrs 
turned, after they had staid to witness Gallic 
bria's scanty vintage, and graced with their pre^ 
sence the rur^ feasts consequent thereon. The 
Otmnt and Countess Avellino returned to 
Naples, very much im{M*oved, as Neapolitans 
Would say, in matrimonial feeling, and scrupu- 
lously avoiding, by the ext^me of civility to^ 
Wards each other, during the jotiiney, the most 
remote appnuich to a scene. 

As I imi not treating my readans to a romance^ 
nor allowing my imagination to stray a bow^ 
shot beyond the confines of truth, they must be 
cofitent^ with the fe# fiu^ts that'fell under the 
eye of ejcpeiien'oe, and the observaUons that 
spring frdm having witnessed them. Were not 
this the limited aim, prescribed to himself by 
the writer, it may well be sujqposed how difficult 
he would find it to refrain ttatn introducing 
scenes t>f banditti, assassinations, woes, and aU 
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those truly commoiKplace indd^Dits of ludkai 
life ; but as no such incidents befell the uitfortu^ 
nate lady who is the heroine ol tbb irtcnry, tbs 
reader must not expect them either as episode 
or interpdadon ; and if truth be 4uggardly m 
supplying me with inddMit, I shtdl Toertainly 
not borrow it o£ imagiaation. 

This excuse we thought necessary {or the 
fact, that Avellino and his Countess, tc^^edier 
with the Prku^>essa, and bar whole party <^ 
guests, actually both made their journey to and 
from the extremity of Calabria, without ^- 
countering accident or Inigand. They were 
amther robbed nor murdered, and in a few da^s 
were moving in their accustomed routine of 
gaiety and gallantry at Naples. The Countess 
herself even, whether it wasretaliaU^, or really 
ameliorated spirits, or but resolution to assume 
them, seemed more dian usually ready to min^e 
with the festive eiowd. ElU ^ promenait se4 
degouis^ die walked her disgusts there, as the 
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French would say, more from a determinatioii 
not to grieve, than from any wish to be gay. 
Lord Spottiswoodi too, mingled in those 
drdes^ and seemed not inclined to forego ot 
break off his intimacy with Matilda, who, on 
her part, from AYellino^s subsequent silence^ 
began to deem his momentary chol^ against 
Spottiswdod to have subsided dther into 
apathy or absence of susjncion. Such reason* 
ing at least satisfied her now ; and her conduct 
exasperated Aveltino, who looked upon it as 
flagrant retaliation. With this idea he resolved 
not to afford her the satisfiwtion of witnessing 
his resentment ; he repriessed all reproach, and 
coolly Wuted for an opportunity to interfere, 
and remove, by more violent means, this English 
attendant upon his Countess. 

The drcumspection, however, or rather the 
good conduct of the Englishman, did not afford 
him the opportunity he sought, and the Count^s 
impatience was at last compelled to have re«^ 
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course to the straight forward act of calMag at 
Lord Spottiswood's apartments. His Lordship 
was rather surprised at so unusual a vi^or. 

^' You are astonished, no doubt, my Lord, 
at this unusual visit,^ said the Count; ^^ you 
might, however, upon some reflection, divine 
perhaps the motive." 

-His Lordship, in reply, merely threw open 
his hands and arms that ware folded before him. 

" Do you make any stay at Naples, my 
Lord?'' 

" The winter, perhaps."** 

" I am sorry for it.*' 

" As how?" said the astonished Spottis. 
wood. 

" Simply this ; your attention to the Coun- 
tess Avellino, if continued, render it imperative 
on me to ** 

" To do what. Count?" 

*^ To remove you> Sir, without cauffltkg myself 
to be kughed at eternally ; and either chalieng- 
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^^g yoU) or forbidding you my house, woul^ 
have that very unpleasant effect.^ 

^^ I regret^ Count AveUino, that your incli- 
nations are so thwarted ; much as I know the 
motives that prompt you to any such unpleasant 
resolutions groundless. The Countess seems to 
me the most virtuous of her sex.'^ 

*^ Oh ! a paragon — not a doubt of it ; I wish 
to the Lord you had her." 

** Count Avellino ! " 

'* Si — Lord Spottiswood, I repeat my wish, 
if that could be come at honourably ; but fate 
and fame decree the thing impossible; another's^ 
at least your' s, she cannot be, without my shame, 
and therefore mine she remains. I say thus 
much, to ^ow yofi, that it is not any jealous 
feeling that urges me to break in upon you. F<Mr^ 
my wife. Sir, I care not a fig — not a fig. Sir ; do 
you hear me ? '^ 

^' For my countrywoman's sake, I am stricken 
With sorrow at ycHir confession: but to what 
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may thus emphfttkally impresskig on vase your 
carelessness for an unfortunate Englishwonum 
you have married tend, unless, Count, to insult 
me?^ 

^' You misunderstand me. A quarrel we 
must both avcnd ; I for my own sake, you for 
the Countess's. As to our courage, that's easily 
proved upon the first wrangler ; th^efore an in- 
sult is £ftr from my thoughts. I would but 
show that it is not selfish passion that prompts 
me to separate Lord Spottiswood from the 
Countess Avellino; it is my honour that de- 
mands it.^ 

*^ I should not have deemed the motive of 
-affection more selfish than that of ydur private 
honour, Count Avellino^ but distant naticms 
have different o|Hnion8 on these, pcmits. Pre- 
vent me from seeing the Countess^ of course you 
^can ; I will even quit Naples at your bidding, 
rather than injure her fair reputation by an open 
"quarrel, or rather even than draw dowQ upon 
\er cme frown from her husband. But these 
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suKpidona of yours, Count, are idly conceiv^ \ 
they are groundless^ utterly so, upon mine 
honour." 

*' Do not swear, my dear Lord ; what yoii 
have just now promised sets my mind perfectly 
at rest. Suspicious I am not in the least, not* 
jealous, thank Heaven, more ; but Naples is not 
so apathetic to other's injuries" 

^'' Never have my attentions exceeded mere 
courtesy,'* continued Spottiswood. " There is 
not a chattering pair, one lady and cavalier in 
Naples, that do not indulge, openly, in ten 
times the freedom of intercourse that I havis 
ever permitted myself to dare towards th^e 
Countess Avellinok'' 

" I know it, I see it," said the Count, " but 
the character of those you mention, are not in. 
jured by those freedoms. The connexion iis 
formed according to etiquette^ — the cavalier 
is of this country ; he knows his jdace, its deli- 
cacies. All is for^vcn then. But with you, a 
stranger^ an En^ishman, the same allowance is 
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not permitted. It would be a breach of all 
decorum for an Italian lady of rank, like the 
Countess Avellino, to be on such terms with you. 
She may, she must choose a more worthless servi- 
tor perhaps. But, you know, in all codes, to 
an according to law, is not to sin." 

There was no refuting arguments, so calmly 
and rationally urged, and such was the effect, 
that Spottiswood forgot even his hatred of the 
Count, so perfectly had the Count veiled a 
similar and reciprocal feeling towards the young 
Englishman. To carry hid point, and remove 
an obnoxious suitor without eclctt^ was the aim 
of Avellino, and although he did not want the 
courage to defend his honour in a more manly 
way> dissimulation was the safar and more 
politic weapon. 

Lord Spottiswood resolved at once to accede 
to the Count's wish, and retire from Naples. 
He did not hesitate a moment, even to oompro^ 
mise his pride, that he might secure the Countesses 
iame and happiness untouched. He was attached 
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to Matilda ; perhiqps he loved her : but his onm 
pleasure, derived from her soaety, he could not 
put for a moment in ccHnpetition with her do- 
mestic peace. He reserved to take his de- 
parture without an interview, which, if it took 
place, must, he knew, lead to ^cplonations that 
were better avmded ; to a scene, and perhaps to 
a betrayal of sentiments, on his part, that he 
now wished t^ hide even from himsdf. Still it 
was a pang to leave her thus unprotected, for 
nr^teriously his imad mii^ve him respecting 
even the honourable protection of his wife by 
Avellino ; he, too, h^ only English friend. He 
adh^^, howevelr^ to his resolve, and set fordi 
for Rome> signifying Ms departure to Matilda 
by a few lines, a fragment of which ran thus : — 

^ Pardon me; I cannot but feel int^^ested 

for my countrywoman, unprotected, I may say, 

in a land where women, like men in our island, 

are independent beings, running a career by 

. their husband's ^e perhaps, but never linked 
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with him in sympathy or feeling —where the 
two sexes seem most distant, most removed in 
reality from the support of each other, when the 
ties of heartless gallantry seem most to unite 
them. I see it. An Englishwoman was not 
formed for such a life : yet you may be happy ; 
it is my fervent prayer. Should it not be so, 
in an extreme, in any case, reckon upon a de- 
voted fiiend in 

^ Spotti8wooi>.'' 
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Matilda was surprised and pained at re^ 
ceiving Lord Spottiswood's notification of his 
departure. Her heart was not interested, per- 
haps; but her comfort^ her vanity> and every 
feeling short of passionate affection was. Ex- 
cluded from Italian friendship by her English 
prejudices, as she had excluded herself from 
Engli^ society by afiecting Italian taste, the 
loss of one friend was seriously felt by her ; 
and that, too, a countryman, whom, for the same 
reason that Avellino could not tolerate his pre- 
sence, his Countess was pleased to have by her 
side in the midst of Italians, who were, and felt 
themselves less noble. From increased farni*^ 
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liarity too, the Countess had adopted a line of 
intercourse with Spottiswood, similar to that 
used by a chaste Italian dame to her favoured 
cavalier. And she thus involuntarily and almost 
of necessity fell into a habit, that she had dll 
now, and even now, abhorred in principle ; but 
which corresponding habits of neglect on the 
part of husbands, have rendered necessary even 
to the most rigid of the female sex in Italy, 
Possessed too of the ear, and intimacy, the supr 
port and cheerful spirits of a devoted compar 
nion, the Countess Avellino had been better 
able to combat the anguish and torture of a 
disappointed affection, and to overcome the 
paroxysms of melancholy despair, fond of pro- 
mising to itself its own eternal duration. In 
the company of Spottiswood, she had learned 
to smother, to smile over those feelings, however 
deep and painful, and from having thus acquired 
the mastery, she soon came even to mock them 
and sport with the very anguish under which 
die pined. Hence the tone pf mingled badin^f 
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and feeling, of confidence and counsel lightly 
given, and received without even the appear- 
ance of importance attached to either ; hence a 
mutual understanding, that rendered one neces- 
sary to the other, and a tenderness not encroach^s 
ing, at least not seeming to encroach, on the line 
of respect, beyond which lay affection, due else-, 
where — this was the perfection, the very exem- 
plification of the connexion between a married 
dame and her cavalier, the idea of which had 
been so abhorrent tp Matilda. To it she had 
become reconciled under the specious title of 
friendship with Spottiswpod. The agreeable, 
the soothing intimacy was formed, and some unac-^ 
countable circumstance, some invisible agent, 
breaks in tq deprive her of her only friend. 

A woman, with her quiver full of suspicions, 
will be sure to cast some of those darts towards 
the right object. Some one must have inter^ 
fered to urge Lord Spottiswpod to so abrupt a 
dqiarture. She remembered Avellino's pa^ 
roxysm of jealousy at Castelluzzi, his remo^. 
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strance and imperative command there, not 
mterated rince his return to Naples. He it 
must have been, that has urged Spottiswood 
away — but how, on what plea ? — Spottiswood ao, 
Englishman, a man of courage, and hating the 
Count. Her fancy conjured up duels, assasst-c 
nations, arrest, a forced letter, a thousand stra- 
tagems, that jealousy might put into eftect in a 
despotic and misruled kingdom, But all proved 
idle. — Lord Spottiswood was at Rome, she 
heard, gay and mingling with the world, — 
Ayellino the s^M^e at Naples. Perhaps 'twas 
fickleness — and her insipidity had wearied the 
friendship of Lord Spottiswood, as it had ceased 
ta attract the love of Ayellino. She wept the 
h,te of wcnnan, the ungratefulness, the cruelty 
at man; but the heart cannot break twice; 
hers had outlived the affections of her husband, 
and might well endure the Sorgetfulness of an 
acquaintance, 

It has been siuid, and written too, and is 
moreover, I believe, the ^aieral creed qf ^Ps 
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mancers, that ingratitudes and disappointmeDts 
of this kind sour the spirit, and render it only 
fit for the cloister or the hermitage. The fact 
is not so— the most amiable, the most gay, the 
most benign, have been rendered so by crosses 
and disappointments ; they have been smoothed 
and rounded by fierce and ccmtinued collision 
with circumstances, into an even state of apa* 
thetic good humour. No, depend upon it, fair 
readers, the shortest and most effectual method 
to become " of the worlds'' a man or a woman, 
is to be terribly crossed, jilted in love, cheated 
in friendship, and in a similar way to suffer the 
searing iron of life to pass over each tender feelr 
ing one by one ; the nerves once burnt up com- 
fortably, you never feel a twinge after — ^you are 
adamant, brass, what you will — the recollection 
of the feeling you once had, will enable you to 
feign still to possess it when necessary, and you 
are no longer troubled with a sensibility, of 
which the only comfort is, that in silly youth, 
we can be a little proud pf being pos^^e^sed of 
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it. The passions form lifeV aldieiny ; we look 
for gold during the sanguine experiment : we 
find but dust in the end, *tis tr^, but We have 
gathered wisdom* 

Such was Matilda's prc^ess in feeling. The 
heart is like that impenetrably-mailed animal we 
read of, <m whom a blovr, if n(^ precisely of 
fatal force and direction, strikes vionly and re- 
bounds. She had borne, i^ had outHved the 
loss of Avellino^s love. When that did not 
subdue her, she was indurated against the at- 
tempts of fortune. She became ^^ a woman of 
the world,'* and began to view every thing in 
quite another light from that in which she had 
been wont. That epicurean clime, too, might 
have had its infiuence upon her ; but the cause 
lay deeper. She cbutd no longer look for hap- 
piness in the pure gratification of her heart's 
impulses. Afiection was turned from her,-^ 
offspring, with aU its tender occupation of de- 
light and solicitude, was denied to her. Sepa^ 
rated from English habits, she lost arettiettt^ 

VOL. I. I 
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brance of her country, of its peculiar view of 
happiness, its strictness, its religion; she resigned 
herself to surrounding circumstances, and ex- 
ample overcame her disgust necessarily for the 
only society in which it was in her power to 
mingle, and abandoned herself in a laisser dOer 
absence oi purpose, to the same course of plea- 
sures, at least of pleasure-seeming occupation, 
in which she saw others around her sedulou$ly 
engaged. Lpst to virtue she was not, but she 
became insensible to much that was adherent to 
its spirit — ^to true delicacy; and the Countess 
AveUino thenceforward, for some time, was no 
longer the English Matilda. 

In thus conforniing gradually to the habits of 
her adopted country, it is not to be supposed 
that the Countess resisted longer the example of 
her acquaintances, — the wish even pf her hus- 
band, in selecting that indispensable to Italian 
life,— a cavalier ; and all Naples was amazed to 
iind the choice of the fair English woman rest 
upon Don Antonio Dei Ban, a noted Muratist, 
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and detester of English influence and English 
persons. It was not credited, till Don Antonio 
had been observed three nights successiyely in 
the Countesses box. 

" How !" exclaimed the Baroness Pemella, 
^' is this Don Antonio that could not abide the 
milk-white complexion of the northerns?^ 

'< Sympathies and antipathies, mia cara 
Pemella^ said the Prindpessa, who was pro- 
found in the kn0\¥ledge of such mysteries, 
^^ run alwajMh a circle, and, like the ridiculous 
and tb^ sublime, there is but one st^ between 
tfie extremes of either. For instance, here is 
Avellino, who was enraptured with his fair- 
haired bride, whom he abandoned speedily for 
charms the very opposite of those which he so 
lately adored." 

" True, Principessa,'' replied the Bar<mess; 
*^ but there were two o|gect$ in that case ; and 
when a gallant flies froni wife to mistress, he 
puts as wide an interval between them as pos- 
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sible; but Don Antonio^s was a theory and 
cod^ ; flee how practically he abandons it.'* 

*' Nowj if it were not totally against etiquette, 
and contrary to the rules of our sweet amorous 
society, to use raillery or illusion in a cavulier 
servente case, we would have a week's theme of 
jest and irony against Don Antonio. But a 
cavalier case it is, established quite," said the 
Principessa, **and I give you joy at last. Count 
Avellino."" 

And the Itidian husband coolly returned his 
grazie for cmi^atulation, that would have set 
the man of any other nation under the sun be- 
side himself with indignation. Avellino felt not 
a particle of the unpleasant feeling that had 
stirred his blood in the ruins of Sybaris; he 
even felt pleased at the Countess's ccmformance 
with his country's habit, and with the prospect 
that it would rend^* his life more agreeable. 
Her choice, too, coincided with what would have 
been hb own. Don Antonio Dei Bari was his 
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friend) knpwn to him long, and esteemed as a 
man of high Neiq)oUtan prdbity, (I leave my 
readers to unriddle the expression fbr- them- 
selves), grave, shrewd, and sensible, a little of 
the cynic, and with^ l^nowledge of the world, — 
su^ as it is understood at Napleft^not to be 
surpassed. He was Ae {very< inaa^ in short, that 
he should have desired to see establifhed as the 
Countess- s companion and attendant. Don An- 
tonio was most capable of advising, iiistrucdng, 
and protecting her ; and the Count felt an enor- 
mous weight and responsibility removed from 
him, as soon as he p^ceived that hta friend had 
attained that station in the Aveliino: household 
to which he aspired. He welcomed Don Anto- 
nio at his palace with the ardent grasp of ccmfi- 
dential friendship. The Count and his friend 
were, the one satisfied, the other delighted ; and 
the countenance of Matilda, now lit up with an 
unchanging, but apathetic smile, seemed to ex- 
press equal content. 

Matilda^s worldliness, or whatever other nalne 
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by which we dioose to call the late change 
wrought in the character of the Countess Arel- 
lino, had reconciled her to the sufferance, to the 
partial enjoyment even of Italian society. No 
tkne, bowerer, could overcome her interna) 
hatred and disgust for a people, to one of whom 
she could not but look upcm herself as a victim. 
Her judgment, therefore, was left unbiassed and 
undisturbed by any feeling of attachment in the 
selection of the requisite cavalier ; and ha: choice 
fell upon one tor whom she alwffjrs had, and stiU 
did, entertain rather a personal dislike* Per- 
haps it was a kttent impulse of virtue that 
prompted h^ to sudi a preference, or perhaps 
she saw in Don Antosio^s rough adroitness the 
fittest counsellor and protector through this little 
world of licentiousness, and insult, and intrigue, 
that she by this time found Najdes to be. 

In every step one takes at Naples, traces are 
discoverable of the Spanish rule that this 
southern part of Italy so long endured — names, 
etiquette, dialect, and an hundred customs re- 
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veal the dose connexion that subnsted between 
it and the opposite Peninsula. Many visages 
are of the Hidalgo cast, and even character at 
Naples betrays the same origin. A strange and 
incongruous mixture would seem to be effected 
by joining Spanish gravity to Italian buffoonery 
— but that these propensities are joined in most 
Neapohtans is no less true. In their converse 
the opposite qualities predominate by turns, 
and in their actions, although the events of late 
years have tended to display them as mere 
poltroons, without courage, patriotism, or dig- 
nity, there still exists, especially through the 
middle order of gentry, strong marked features 
of independence and national spirit. From the 
actions of the present risen generation in 
Europe, nothing can be predicated — the ranks of 
life so far advanced, may be swept off the board 
without con^deradon — they are us68y the crea* 
tures of time and power, whatever that may be, 
— ^it is from the rising race, that judgments are 
to be formed, and different judgments too. A 
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century will not pass. away ere the Neapolitans 
will have washed away the ignominy. 

IXm Antonio Dei Bari was one of those 
Neapolitan characters, with the strongest infu- 
sion of Spanish pride^ gravity, prejudice, and 
reserve ;-^the Neapolitan seldom broke forth in 
him. He was respectful, courteous, chivalric 
even, especially in his sentiments, owing more 
perhaps to his connexion with King Joachim, 
than to his Grothic blood. And this, which 
might have been a very powerful cause of the 
Counlesd Avellino's esteem, was heightened by 
ius saturnine temper. Don Antonio was a dis:. 
appmnted courtier. He had been one of the 
chief counsellors of Murat, and was of course 
a Coimt, a Marquis, or some such noble of 
modem date, which I forget exactly, and 60 did 
he— his patronymic of Dc»Bari being> he deemed, 
liobility suffident. He had not been one bf the 
fatal causes of the fate o£ his ancient sovereign. 
Murat from his retreat, — ^when he ^as debating 
which was preferable, a descent on his old domi- 
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nions, or retirement to America,— dispatched, to^ 
Naples his faithful black follower Othdlo, a9 he 
called him, — from his conspicuous colour and 
known, features, the very worst emissary the 
imprudent Joachim could have sent. Othello 
was seized, his letters taken, and those high per- 
sonages to whom they were addressed, compelled 
by the police to write a reply which they dic- 
tated, to Murat, encouraging him to land at a 
certain place in Calabria, where all should be 
prepared for his restoration to the throne. The 
unsuspecting Joadiim feU into the snare; he 
landed with a few followers at the appointed 
part, and was soon diq)paed of. Don Antonio 
alone held out against the menaces io£ the police^ 
and refused to ensnare his ancient patron. 
Strange to say, that government, so vindictive 
to its most insignificant enemies, did not visit 
with any punishment the obstinacy of Dei 
Bari. 

Such was the chosen intimate of Matilda, and 
Naples gave her profound credit for the wisdom 
i3 
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of h^ choice. Her importance in her adc^ted 
country rose, she was surprised to find, immo- 
derately, from the step, and the wise step she 
had taken, and the Countess found herself, 
thenceforward, admitted into the yery sancto- 
rium of Neapolitan life, where the general 
intrigue and respective interests of all the mem- 
ben^ were canvassed with a freedom and a frank- 
nesa that amazed her. There seemed a free- 
masonry of womankind established in the city, 
and she certainly marvelled at its mysteries, 
even if she could not admire them. 

More estrangement still from Avellino was 
all this, and the thought had ceased to be a 
pang to Matilda. Don Antonio's presence 
never failed at her morning collazione, and from 
thence till night his time was at her disposal. It 
is almost inconceivable that a grave and serious 
character, such was Antonio's accustomed too, 
to interest itself in political and patriotic con- 
siderations, could give up his time and his inde- 
^^endence to a kind of slavery. Bat the dolce 
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jfi>r niente is the supreme bliss throughout 
the landy from statesman to lazzarotii— ^e 
last returns willingly even from gain to his 
sack or his tub^ and the former to the as idle 
lounge c{ a baudwr-f with the same relish c^ 
escape from evil. The universal dolce of an 
Italian^s ^fiir nlente is female society ; and that 
admits of many very different modes of con- 
nection. Youth, and after*manhood looks for 
passion — ^but, in spite of the boiling blood and 
fervid passions of the dime, ttus is not the pre- 
vailing link. In general it is of purer, chas- 
ter kind; and Italian life, so corrupt in the 
mass and in principle, is not by any means 
so much so tn practice as is supposed. The 
Prince of Castelforte's attachment to Corinna, 
sketched by De Stael, and limited to the simple 
wish of daily beholding her, and passing a few 
languid leisure hoiurs in her company, may be 
taken as a very fair type of the greater pan of 
these '/iai^OTM. Which are, moreover, courted 
with perseverance, and imdertaken with zeal. 
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hfmeaei llie gmatevt ai^l ^e gntYest trient, fSur 
siit)mfNr to the by^gooe race^ that Alfieri has sati- 
riddly depioted, and ficvcdj apostn^hiaed : — 

'^ Tu «ei d*Ita)ia un ^peziale at^gello : 

Non, ch'oltre TAlpi il marital costame 

S*abbia tra riccbi piil securo ostello; 
Ma il luDgo inveterar nel tenenime, 

Che in noi doppia il servaggio in cui si nasce^ 

Pur tuppo ^ tutto Italico marciume. 
Nostro ^ il morir d'anni sessanta in hace ; 

Ey omai sdentati^ balbettar d*amore; 

E aYeme, soevre dei (Hacer^ le ambasce. 
Ma» dal cospetto mio yattene fuore^ 

O tu ch*e0etto S0iy piil che cagione» 

Ddl* odiemo Italian fetore.** 

// Cavalier Servente Fettrane, 

ThiSy as well as Parini^s similar sketch of a 
Lombard gallant, may have been, and were no 
doubt true in their day. But foppery is a thing, 
that with the revolution has vanished utterly from 
the continent ; even coquetry and flirtation are 
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seriously carried on, and the cavalier servente 
tribe, are neither the superannuated fops of one 
poet, nor the effeminate beings of the other — the 
most sensible and talented of the nation are to 
be found at present amongst the profession pf 
the cicisbic art. 
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For some time the established intimacy be- 
tween Don Antonio and the Countes9 Avellino 
existed, without the even tenor of courtesy and 
confidence being interrupted. The Countess 
was convenienced by those attentions that her 
husband could not, and would not afford her, 
and gratified by the society of a man of sense 
respectfully devoted to her. Don Antonio, on 
the other hand, was repud by being guaranteed 
against ei^nui, possessed of a sure retreat from 
solitude, and by enjoying all the lighter pleasures 
of domesticity, without the pain or burden of an 
establishment. He was, moreover, the chosen 
friend of a lady of rank and fortime, and this 
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imported. These advantages, and no more, 
had he promised to himself: he knew the strict 
rules and delicacy of his station, and never con- 
templated the breach of them. But in framing 
these resolutions, this line of conduct, Don An- 
tonio had calculated on approaching and being 
permitted to the intimacy of a woman, such as 
he ,had known women, an Italian, by this time 
passionless, or if impassioned, so with calcula- 
tion and finesse — a creature, moreover, ignorant, 
uninfo^ed, except in the primer of intrigue, 
and possessed of none of those fresh impulses 
and emotions, so early nipped by the precocity 
of Italian life. In the society of such a being, 
much as he might become attached, he felt 
himself secure ; he could look down upon the 
object of his attentions as upon a lovely child, 
and be content with her agreeable prattle. 

But the English woman, Italianized as she had 
been, was far from answering the preconceived 
idea of Don Antonio^s. Her feelings were 
those ot pure nature— her thoughts bold, free, 
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and original, all qualities exaggerated to him, 
who had never exp^ienoed them in females. In 
general, and from habit, certainly, she indulged 
in the light, insouciante^ satiric vein, that pre^ 
vailed in society ; but in more unreserved hours, 
Don Antonio perceived to his i^urprise, that the 
petty malice, vanity, and apathy, that this tone 
betrays, were by no means natural to the 
Countess. He found her on the contrary, to 
be amiable, generous, enthusiastic, and to pos- 
sess all the freshness and purity of northern feel- 
ing, combined with the force and impetuosity 
that distinguishes the southern. This was 
noye\, piquant. There seemed to him some- 
thing unearthly, angelic, in the noble sentiments, 
desires, regrets, that at times escaped Matilda. 
He admired, he worshipped. How did his 
wonder and admiration at once increase, when 
he perceived, that the neglect of Avellino ac- 
tually preyed upon her, — that she pined under 
the consciousness of his lost affection. To weep 
for a lover was natural, thought he— but that 
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lover a husband. It was a phenomenon unseen 
in his experience undreamed of in his philoso- 
phy. What a heart of feeling, what a soul of 
truth I thought he — it were indeed a prize worth 
the winning. He dispelled the idea witii indig- 
nation^t returned, however. Every day dis- 
closed some new trait in the Countesses charac- 
ter that enchained him more. Her beauty even, 
of whidi he had been but a cold admirer before, 
wore now to him loveliness, such as he had 
never contemplated. That comjdexion, those 
features so suited, so harmonized with those 
pure feelings. He gazed upon her for hours, 
and forgot his duty* He failed in reproducing 
fresh topics of converse, when be had such not 
exhausted, but neglected* He had but one 
thought, and eloquent as he could have been 
upon that, he was distracted, confused upon any 
other. Matilda thought that Don Antonio 
was tired of her society, as Avellino, as Spottis- 
wood had been. Alarmed at the idea of being 
utterly deserted, she redoubles her smiles, her 
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amiability, and excites her powers of converse 
and fascination. She poiurs but oil on the flame 
of Dei Bari, and drives him, more than once, 
in the tortures of an internal struggle, from her 
presence. 

This honourable disrimulation on the part of 
Don Antonio, could not long continue, as deep 
pas^on had taken possession of him ; and on 
the terms that he lived with the Countess, it was 
impossible, even with the most determined reso- 
lution, to keep the flame that consumed him 
secret. 

** Do ye ever love twice in England, Matilda?^ 
said Antonio, interrupting a silence of late fre- 
quent between them. 

" As elsewhere, I believe,^' said the Countess, 
but with an unpleasant recollection. 

<< Our French apophthegm writers, so much 
in vogue, say no to the possibility — ^what sayest 
thou?'' 

" The possibility of what ?'' 

^^ Of loving twice, Matilda," 
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" I have never tried, and know not," said the 
Countess lightly. 

" Perhaps thou woulds't like to try." 

" Ah, no ! no, in truth, Antonio ;" and the 
»gh with which this was uttered, came like a 
north Mind upon the hopes of the questioner. 

*^ No, I agree with you ; I can conceive it 
well — the first true links of the heart broken, it 
scorns to form a second and a feebler tie. Yet still, 
metbinks, from tenderness, from pity, the fair 
might look smilingly on the suitor that she did 
not absolutely adore, when she knew, that to 
withhold that smile were to obscure hid happi- 
ness for ever.'* 

^* That would be very considerate indeed r 
said Matilda ; *^ our bella Napoli abounds in 
traits of such amiability. But I did not expect 
they would have met with Antonio^s approba- 
tion." 

« Indeed ! have I then been so rigid ?*' 
" Siy si — ^have not your continual declama- 
tions been against the weakness of woman — 
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against the utter want of force in her character 
— against that passive facility which permits, 
though it would abhor, to seek vice ? How long 
have these been thy themes, thou cynic ?'' 

" I fear 'tis the truth, and I suffer now the 
penalty. "^Tis always so: the cynic shuts the 
door of humanity behind him, as if in feeUng 
there were no return.'' 

" And hast thou experienced such return ? 
Art thou converted, thou very Diogenes of the 
beautnonde?"^ 

"Even so/' 

" Maravigliay 

" And canst thou be surprised, fair Countess, 
if my long entertained prejudices against women 
be overturned — if I am forced to believe in the 
purity and perfection of the sex ?" 

" Wonder I do most amazingly, Antonio ; 
why should / not P'' 

" What ! the saint marvel at her own mira- 
cles?" 

"Nay, Antonio, flattery makes no part pf 
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friendship like to ours. Was it not even a law 
to that effect ?" 

*^ Quench not my enthusiasm by the mention 
of law ! Non sotts i spiriii che si intendono 
sopra tutie le leggef^ 

" Maraviglia di piu — more cause of wonder 
— thou preacher of submission to every by-law 
of society; and what enthusiasm, may I ask 
Antonio, have you found at last ?'* 

" QueUo damore, Matilda: — that of love, to 
make a brief confession.^ 

" And for whom ?'* said the* astonished 
( .'ountess. 

" For thee, Matilda !" and Don Antonio 
flung himself at her feet. 

The unfeigned amazement and resentment of 
the Countess was extreme. Her fulminating re- 
gard almost stunned Antonio, who was not pre- 
pared, he would have said, for the outrageous- 
ness of English virtue. He endeavoured by 
every means of excuse, submission, and prayer, to 
deprecate her wrath ; but at that time he found it 
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imposnble. Antonio was compelled, at last, to 
retire from Avellino^s palace, stung with disap- 
pointment, and cursing in his heart those 
northern prejudices that interpreted the highest 
compliment ncan could pay, into an insult ; and 
that preposterous chastity, whidi, not content 
with denial, resented, forsooth, the addresses of 
a suitor. 

In the first moment of her indignation, Ma- 
tilda had determined on breaking utterly with 
Don Antonio, acquainting Avellino with his 
audacity, and thus triumphing over her hus- 
band*s predelictions for the habits of his country. 
But as passion cooled, and resentment subsided, 
the serious consequences of such a step frighted 
her fi-om the extreme resolution; besides, the 
intentions of Antonio, though to her evident, 
yet might easily be excused by him on the as- 
sumed warmth of decorous gallantry. She felt, 
too, somewhat inclined to pardon audacity which 
the national prejudices of her cavalier allowed ; 
even although, in his position, the laws of deli-r 
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cac J and friendly confidence had been broken 
through. She hoped, that the rebuff already 
given, followed by a marked displeasure and re- 
serve in private, might serve to extinguish the 
impertinent hopes of Antonio, and at the same 
time allow the intimacy to continue on its former 
footing. 

Admission was not denied to Don Antonio on 
the following day, and no consequences seemed 
to follow the confession of his affection, except 
the painful reserve manifested in the counte- 
nances of both. Antonio recurred to the usual 
topics of their converse; and as he avoided to 
touch the offensive theme, the Countess deemed 
him a penitent, and no longer restrained her 
smiles. This interval lasted a few days; but 
Matilda reasoned vainly — the passion of Antonio 
was not so easily to be extinguished or repressed, 
especially when his flame was supplied by the 
continual fuel of her presence and conversation. 
He dared again, though in a covert manner, to 
ranew his solicitations: the same indignation and 
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repugnance manifested themselves on the brow 
of Matilda. Still she could not shun or with- 
draw her presence from him, lest the susjnciiNi of 
the public and of her husband ^uld penetrate 
into the breach made by such a quarrel. She 
even became habituated to the addresses of An- 
tonio, veiled, as they were, in the tone of jestii^ 
and light complaint ; and they w«re left often 
uorepelled by the carelessness and apathy of the 
Countess. Don Antonio attributed, however, 
this abatement in ferocity, as he called it, to 
other causes, and deemed, that his perseverance 
had, at length, succeeded in making some im- 
pression upon the heart of his English mistress. 
Thus emboldened, the passion of Don Anto- 
nio, more irritated than repressed by the dieckir 
it had suffered, incited him to a new attempt. 
It called to its aid all the vulgar maxims re^ 
specting the weakness and dissimulation of wo- 
men, that he had often found true. The signs 
and tokens upon which affection builds, are so 
numerous and so trivial, that in this respect, 
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almost any conclusion can be drawn from any 
conduct, and here self-flattery knows no bounds. 
Antonio wi^put difficulty plumed himself into 
confidence — he determined to shrink no more, 
like a boy, beneath the frowns of the Countess, 
that could so easily be aiS^ted, and resolved, 
that if foiled, it should not be his timorousness 
that incurred the reproach. 

The scene that this new resolution of Anto- 
nio's produced, I shall not describe. It was 
not of long duration. The voice of the Countess 
conunanding him to leave her presence, was 
audible even to the domestics of the family, 
who were far too Italian to interfere. The con- 
sequences bore witness to a quarrel and some 
grievous cause. The Countess shut herself in 
her apartment, and Don Antonio descended the 
staircase of the palace, giving vent to impreca- 
ti<ms, and ejaculations of rage and disap- 
pointment. 

Count Avellino returned to his h<Hne at the 
very moment of that hush in his household, 

VOL. I, jt 
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which generally succeeds a scene of any kmd. 
He perceived in this, and in the countenance of 
his valet, tfiat something had taken place, and 
hurried instantly to the apartment of the Coun- 
tess. He found her in tears. He had often 
found her so in retir^nait, even when in society 
her countenance had but just worn its accus- 
tomed smile. 

" What is the matter now. Countess Avel- 
lino ?'^ said the Count. The questicm was re- 
peated ere it was answered. 

" I have been insulted^ Avdlino." 
" How — by whom ? ^ cried the aroused 
Count. 

" Don Antonio dei Bari." 
" He— impossible."^ 

<^ He has grossly insulted me, and you too, 
Avellino,'' said Matilda. 

" HsL—fhafatto Vamorey he has made love 
to you, I suppose," said the Count with a 
smile. 

Matilda looked up incredulously, as if she 
would have asked — ^is this my husband ? 
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<^ Is this all?'' continued he. ^^ Ehiente — 
think nothing of it — laugh at him. Though 
he is wrong by the bye,*— in his place. But 
how cursedly fond ye English are of scries. 
Ye continue to find cause fen* emotion in the 
commonest events of life."" 

^^ Is it thus, Avellinoy you speak of an attempt 
upon the honour of your wife ?^ 

" An attempt by word, yes. It is what every 
(Hie must suffer, must aspect. You were wrong 
to acquaint me, very wrong— 4t is your own 
affair altogether, not mine. Per Dio^ if hus- 
hasads were to interfere, to punish every pre- 
tender of this kind, Naples would be an ever- 
lasting seat of war.*" 

The Countess was mute with indignation, at 
the cahn of her husband. 

" And you will not resent this conduct of 
Dei Bari's, Avellmo ?'' 

" Not I ;' your frown seems dark enough. 
Exile him froni your presence for a whole day, 
nay, a week, if you wish." 
K 3 
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" Ah f Avellino, these were not your feelings 
towards Spottiswood. Had my countryman 
been my friend, this insult had never taken 
place ; if it had, I would at least have found 
an avenge in him/' 

" Cento diatxdij" exclaimed the Count, losing 
courtesy, as well as patience, " do you beard me 
with his name? If I ever meet that mi Lord 
once again — '" and his hand assumed the clench 
of phrensied vengeance. ** With him there 
would have been none of these scenes, these 
quarrels, — I should not have been made a confi- 
dant in that case,— oh no, — all would hav been 
smooth with the Englishman. But the mouth- 
^courting of an Italian is offensive fofsooth. I 
know Antonio, Madam, I have known him from 
boyhood, and would trust my life, my honour 
to his keeping. This is but prejudice — but — '*' 

" It is enough. Count Avellino, — I under- 
stand your insinuation, — I appealed, a wife, to a 
husband^s protection. — Heaven has heard the 
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" I wonder, you talk of heaven/* said the 
Count with a sneer, " there are no English 
saints thare that I have heard of— -would your 
patriotic heart worship where they were not ?^ 

" This is too much, Avellino," said the ago- 
nized Countess, ^^ I have borne aH from you 
patiently and long, — ^neglect, infidehty, ill hu- 
mour. But to be thus treated, sneered at, in 
the very moment, when your wife, a poor in- 
sulted stranger in this land, flings herself upon 
you, her husband, for protection, is beyond the 
power of sufferance. Oh! England, oh, my 
fattier !^ cried the Countess, as she sunk in 
tears upon the couch. 

Count Avellino left his wife thus, amply 
telling his valet to send Matilda^s waiting-woman 
to her mistress. He considered this merely as 
of those half-quarrels, that frequently took place 
between them, and in which he was always harsh 
both from premeditation and growing dislike. 
With Don Antonio he was determined to expos- 
tulate, however, although he would not gratify 
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his Countess, by even letting her know that de- 
^terminatioa. Let not. my readers suppose that 
by this, we would depict the general conduct of 
Italian, spouses,-— far different indeed is their 
general demeanour, — ^they seldom rule in their 
palaces — ^but the history of Avellino differed 
sc»newhat from the ways of his countr3rmen, and 
is moreover from the life. 

As the Count in his drive down the steep 
Strade Infrarcata, deemed this scene to be no- 
thing more serious than what had often before 
occurred, he much miscalculated the feelings of 
Matilda. She was indeed cut to the soul. Har 
hopes of affecti(»i returned <mi domestic happi- 
ness, long had vanished, but peace, and an un- 
reproached life, she had not despaired to look 
forward to. She at least beheld in Avellino a 
friend and a protector — ^he now proved neither 
— he, on whom she had bestowed her affections, 
to whom she had sacrificed her country, mocked 
at her complaints of insult, even answered her 
with a suspicious and misdoubting sneer, — w€>- 
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man, she felt, could sink no lower. And on 
touching the lowest point of humiliation, her 
spirit, that had sunk so far with resignation, 
sprimg up and roused itself to bear no more, to 
vindicate its wrongs. ** What ! suspected !" 
thought she, " and at the very moment when — 
by Avellino too !" Some extreme step she was 
bent on — she thought of flying at once from 
Naples and Avellino— the impossibility of escape 
without friends or suj^rt. The danger struck 
her instantly. ^^ I have no friend," said she, 
^^ but any compatriot would be that to me in dis- 
tress. I will appeal to one — Spottiswood — ^he 
cannot forget me— I^ will not refuse to befriend 
me in this emergency.^' 

And without allowing pause forr^eetic»i, she 
sate down, and addressed a few lines to Lcnrd 
Spottiswood, directing thetn to Rome, and in- 
stantly dispatched the letter. 
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Foft several days the Count and Countess 
Avellino did not meet ; be was lost in amuse* 
ment and dissipation, ignorant of the frenzy of 
the Countess, and forgetful of the cause. She 
retired, shut up with her sorrow and her resent- 
ment, feeling those sentiments, with the recol- 
lections of her former years of peace and hope, 
contrasted with her late years of endurance iEmd 
grief. The causes were all too deep to allow 
her to be fickle : and as she grew more calm, 
her resoltition to fly from Naples, at least, to 
separate from Avellino, grew but the more fixed 
and unshaken. In all her former repinings, she 
had kept a check upon her thoughts, prevented 
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them from recurring, as they were prone to do, 
to her native country, and avoided those vain 
regrets that could tend to nothing, except to 
render her more unhappy. Now, however, she 
gave loose to every recurrence, every regret of 
the kind— she recalled England, the days and 
haunts of her youth, her parents — above all, 
her djring parent's words, and the bitterness 
with which she confessed that her disobedience 
to that dying request had led to all her misery, 
was indescribable. It was a merited, a self- 
earned pang ; and she held it to her view as the 
ancient heroine contemplated, with a horrid 
pleasure, the dagger and the poison-cup, that 
was at once about to punish her fruity and 
avenge her wrongs. 

In this self-infliction of punishment, the mind, 
however, has its reserve — it is often merciful to 
itself, and spares the extremity of torture. The 
thoughts of Balph Maxwell, his fate, and her 
ingratitude, Matilda still repelled ; that would 
have been too much for her distracted mind : it 
K 8 
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would have caused her to look upon hear present 
sufferings as a retribution too justly merited; 
and she recoiled from the contemfdation, as the 
only pang that her selfishness could not resign 
itself to endure. 

She attended the arrival of Spottiswood with 
impatience. Without advice or protection, she 
did not know how or whither to direct her flight ; 
and she depended on the chivalrous feelings of 
the young English noble^ even if she could no 
longer calculate upon his friendship. 

Every carriage wheel in the court, every step 
upon the staircase, Matilda expected to be his, 
so eager had become her desire of escape. Once 
she heard some ascending steps, she listened to 
them with presentiment, and her heart palpi- 
tated with anxiety. They crossed the sounding 
oaken floors of the palace halls. Was it Spottis- 
wood .^^ — The door opened — those who entered 
were her husband and Don Antonio. 

^'^ I bring you a suppliant. Countess Avel- 
lino,"^ said the Count ; " one who regrets that 
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he should have been led by his admiratian for 
you, expressed in the gallant warmth of his 
country, to offend or wound your delicacy." 

<^ Allow me, Madam,^' said Antonio, ^^ to 
offer my humUe apologies." 

But Matilda turned from him in contemptu- 
ous anger towards her husband. 

" Is it not enough, Count Avellino, to have 
answered me with a sneer, when I apjdied to 
you for protection, without forcing my insulter 
again into my presence ?^ 

" Do you think of that still, for heaven^s sake,^^ 
said the Count gaily. 

'^ Never shall I forget it." 

^^ E tragedia queatol this is tragic,^ said 
Avellino. 

" Be not inexorable. Countess,^ said Don 
Antonio : ^^ Avellino can answer that I would 
not have dared, intentionally to offend; he 
trusts, and will answer for my honour and friend- 
ship." 

^^ I see that my husband is ready to do so; 
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axid the0e£orey for the fiitate^ T shall beware to 
choose ny fnmdv by that husband's counsel. 
Jndaievi^ Signor. A m<m WouM have avenged, 
not re4nsulted me."^ 

'' Che belle coser said the Count; « how 
delightful, pleasant, and agreeable. lo son 
codardoy tu amico mio, briccone — la Contesaa 
regno f Andiamo—I am a coward, it seems — 
thou, a scoundrel, Antonio — ^'tis the Countess's 
edict — ^let'US begone. But, mark me, beUa 
InglesCf proud as you be — this palace, is that of 
Avellino, open to his friends.'* 

" Be calm, Avellino,'* said Don Antonio ; 
^' engage in no angry words on my account. I 
am gone from ye — ^from Naples. Farewell 1*** 
He pressed the Count's hand ; and bowing re- 
spectfully to the Countess, Don Antonio with- 
drew, beneath her unrelaxed and unforgiving 
frown. 

For some time the Count remained silent, 
his arms folded, and as if giving himself leisure 
to contemplate the new character that his wife 
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had assumed. Matilda gazed upon the husband 
she once had loved, and in the midst of her dis- 
gust, alienation, and resolutions of flight, die 
felt shaken by returning tenderness. What ! if 
another trial would regain his confidence, his 
kindness at least, if not his heart. Matilda 
abruptly flung herself at AvelUno's feet — ^he was 
amazed. 

"Hear me* Avellino, this once," said Matil- 
da. " You loved me; Heaven and yourself 
can tell how I answered that love. You vowed 
to me a lasting affection, and to that vow I sa- 
crificed myself, all thoughts of my native coun^ 
try, of my friends. You grew neglectful soon, 
too soon, AveUino, yet I submitted; — you were 
unfaithful, yet I upbraided not. Cold at last, 
and often unkind — did I repine, unless inwardly ? 
Ah ! Avellino ! as your heart became cold and 
steeled against me, recollection of past times, 
duty, or some similar feeling, might have coun- 
selled you to preserve some shew of kindness 
and of affection towards a stranger, — a friend- 
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less, exiled stranger, like myself. At your re- 
quest I chose a friend^— necessarily intimate. He 
insults me. I fly to my husband for protection. 
How did you comfort or protect me, Avellino? 
with a sneer, a doubt — ^a cruel doubt. You will 
not hear me, nor believe me. You meet him in 
friendship, credit h%8 tale, and bring him to insult 
me further. Ah, Avellino ! is this kind, is it 
honourable, for you know that feeling, even in 
Naples? Answer me, — say but that you feel 
the truth of what I plead, and then smile upon 
Matilda "^ 

The Up of Avellino quivered with anger — with 
fretfulness, but no smile of returning affection 
responded to the prayer of his Countess. 

" ^You once loved Matilda,^ still urged 

she. 

His brow was still dark. Although half sub- 
dued, he felt still a3hamed of yielding ; and tot 
what purpose ? for an hour of faintly-relumed 
love, speedily about to relapse into wonted dis- 
gust and apathy. He felt a pride in remaining 
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unmoved, and wb» ignorant of all that depended 
on the denial ci that smile. Above all, he 
wished to conquer what he deemed the Count. 
esss unreasonable obstinacy. 

" You will receive Don Antonio,'' said he, 
calmly, and with unaltered expression. 

" Never,'' rephed the Countess. 

" Btuma sera dungii€f — I wish you, then, a 
good evening,** and the Count departed, leaving 
the Countess still in the attitude of supplication* 
to which she had sulik. 

" No ; not one token — not one lingering spark 
of love is left !*' ejaculated Matilda as she rose 
She pressed her hand to her throbbing brow, 
and paused an instant under the consciousness 
of her bereft condition. ^^ This palace, too, is 
Avellino's, I have been reminded, open to Anto- 
nio. Then am I no longer its mistress — no 
longer Avellino's ?^ and she hurried to her 
apartment, under the impulse of some sudden 
resolution ; this seemed to be immediate flight. 
She dragged and flung open her cabinets and 
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drawers^ for* the purpose of selopting a|^w ne-. 
cessaries that were indiq^ensable. She tipped 
orer all with many a paiig; h«r bridal dBsm^ 
those of her unmarried state --every object 
linked with a thousand piunful reoollections, 
and at intervals she paused — ^not to weep, for 
she, wept imconsciously and unceasingly — ^but 
to wipe away the flood of tears that had fallen 
fVom her eyes. At times, too, she prayed, but 
never swerved in her resoluticm. As her trinkets 
were the most portable and valuable portion of 
her litde stock of wealth, she resolved on carry- 
ing away all of these, and fen: this purpose she 
turned forth the cases where they lay ; many of 
them were untouched. Diuing this search, one 
little p^rc^el fell forth that arrested her attention ; 
it was the torquoiie riog that Ralph had given 
to her, and thut she long luid thoi^ht lost. 
Folded up with it, too, wa& tlie lock of liair,--h» 
ow]a;.she kjjpiew it, gad beneftti^, *^ The Mur-, 
dere«p,V. was wriittisn uK,^Mf^fil>h»own h^fSfi^ 
It dn^ptped fixim'Matil<h«'ffibaAd^4^b«;£0Us>ii^^ 
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•ible beneatli tfin last Mow— Aalph Maxwell y^ms 
avenged. 

When the tmhappy Matilda once more opened 
ber eyes, the ccmfbsicHi around her awoke her to 
her ' resolution. ** Can misfortune," thought 
she, ^< have yet anotha* cruel arrow in stcn-e for 
me ? die quiver ought to be exhausted." She 
at length succeeded in completing her tittle ar- 
rangements, and making up a parcel not too 
bulky for her feeble arm. There was no do- 
mestic whom she dared to trust ; and throwing a 
cloak around her, Matilda stept in stealth 
through those splendid halls that she now fled 
from, flew down the stidr-case, and in an instant 
was in the street. It was evening. The crowd 
was issmng, each &mily from its respective 
mansions, down to the Toledo, and the pro- 
menades of the city. In that tumultuous and 
crowded population, which, in careless inattention 
to every thing that is strange, rivals London 
itself, none noticed Matilda, much as ehe dreaded 
and suspected observation* Arrived in the To- 
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ledo, she followed the stream, whither she knew 
not. Irresolute, distracted, she could have sat 
down and wept, but the crowd still hurried on, 
and she was borne with them to the square of 
the royal palace, wl^re she was left free of the 
pressure, to decide on the future direction of her 
steps. She turned them from the city towards 
the sea ; and the delicate Countess, exhausted by 
that street walk, leaned upon the wall com- 
mencing what is called the Strada di St. Lucia. 

She looked forth upon the bay, its shor^ 
marked by the curved line of foam, on the brink 
of which arose the lively, white, sparkling suburb 
of Resina, Vesuvius towering over it ; the moun^ 
tains of Castellamare and Sorrentoseemed basking 
in the same evening sun that she had first marked 
in happiness, and mice unchanged, through the 
raging gradations of her misery. There was 
no time now for such refinanent, even of despair; 
har incertitude, her helplessness, called for some 
resolve ; she knew not where, to whom to apply, 
and i^e already began to regret the hasty step 
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sne had taken, without even awaiting the arrival 
of Spottiswood, when the dear sound of her 
country's tongue startled her. Though vulgar, 
it was to her more welcome than the blandest 
Roman dialect. She turned, and perceived the 
voices to be those of a joyous knot of British 
tars, returning from an exploring visit to the 
lovely Naples, whose boasted charms they were 
deprecating, and displaying, at the same time, 
manifest contempt of its inhabitants. It oc- 
curred at the moment to Matilda, in her per- 
plexity, that she was known to the captain of a 
British vessel then at Naples : he might afford 
her a mcHnentary refuge — these men might guide 
her. She addressed the sailors in their native 
tongue, and they were too much flattered by 
that m^re act, to refuse any request she might 
make. She begged to be conducted to Captain 

; the tars willingly complied ; and in a 

few moments put off from the shore of that land 
that had been to her the ev^fitful scene of so 
much misery: she stood upon that detached^ 
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but po l^HB tpx& pprtion of British soil, a roan of 

war, .Captain promised the Countess 

ev^y protection that was in his power .to be- 
stow, consistent with his duty, and the respect 
that he was in such cases obliged to pay to the 
authorities of the country off which he cruised. 

Lord Spottiswood» in the mean time, had 
hurried to the urgent summons of his country- 
woman. He had been farther off, however, than 
Rome, and he was consequently prevented from 
reaching Naples, until the very day upon which 
Matilda had been driven to the hasty resolve of 
flight. His Lordship lost no time, notwith- 
standing the former conversation between him 
and Avellino, in proceeding to the Strada In- 
frascata, where his call was the occaaon of first 
making known to the domestics the disappear- 
ance of their mistress. Lord Spottiswood was 
stunned on hearing of the Countess's flight — 
flight it was ; she had taken with her no servant 
— her apartment was confusion— every thing open 
and in disorder. At the palace there was no pre- 
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text or reasmi for Spottiswood's delaying, and he 
withdrew to his hotelj to ruminate on the fate of 
the Countess ; for he instantly suspected that she 
had been made away with by the villany of her 
Italian husband ; when, in the steep descent of 
the street, he met the Count Avellino himself. 

*^ You here, my Lord Spottiswood ^ 

" I have just returned from the Avellino 
Palace, Count: the Countess is not there — is 
not to be heard of; none can tell whither she 
has gone." 

" Indeed ! my I^ord. I hear these strange 
tidings from the man most proper to convey 
them.'' 

" How, Sir.?'' 

" From the seducer himself, I doubt not." 

" Me ! I am but this hour arrived at 
Naples." 

" Seasonably, too, it seems: and for what 
purpose, my Lord ? Was it to acquaint Count 
Avellino that his wife had fled from his palace 
and protection ? " 
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^^ This anger and suspiciixi are well assumed. 
Count Avellino. Your Countess ha» disap- 
peared: she was unhappy — friaidless. But / 
will be the friend to see whither she has been 
conveyed, and how disposed of? " 

" Kind, generous, frank Briton,^' rejcHued 
the Count, with a sneer. " No doubt you will 
see whither your countrywoman has been con- 
veyed, and how disposed of. But, mark me: 
although an Italian husband, I am one of the 
old school, Sir, not the new. We part not 
here." 

" I should be sorry to think we did." 

** To-morrow, then, we meet ; but that shall 
be arranged.*" 

The Count and Lord Spottiswood separated 
for the time, each inflamed against the other ; 
the Count certain that he beheld in Spottiswood 
an Englishman, (that was the galling thought,) 
the seducer of his wife ; Lord Spottiswood be- 
lieving Count Avellino to be the.assassin or the 
gaoler of his unfortunate countrywoman. No 
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traces whatevor of Matilda were disooverable, 
although^the emisstaries cf AveUino, joined with 
those of the police, searched Naples in quest of 
her. Nought was left to Avellino, except 
thoughts of vengeance, in the anticipation of 
which the live-long night he fearfully indulged. 

Whilst these mistaken resentments were thus 
boiling in the breast of an English and Italian 
)M>ble against each other, the innocent, at least 
the unthinking cause remained on board of the 

r* , a prey to a thousand conflicting feelings 

of doubt and anguish. Towards evening the 
vessel got imder weigh, and this circumstance, 
eager as she had been some few hours past to 
escape from the Neapolition land for ever, now 
seemed to sever her from all that was dear. 
Her fears, however, in this were consoled. The 

merely bore out from her station before 

Naples, to take up a more secure anchorage 
in the bay of Baiae, not far distant. As the 
mighty vessel, scarcely wafted by the light breeze 
of evening, slowly ^^id majestically seceded from 
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the citjy^MMtiidM, cMt a last, pwifiil look upon 
that knrely Aore. The gityvet of the Villa 
Keaki the splendid line c^ the CUi^ were before 
her — what scaoes they recalled, what unbound- 
ed happiness, what an unbounded promise of 
mcMre — alas ! Pauailippo too was not without a 
glance, but she shuddered to look towards the 
little cemetry, where Ralph, the murdered Ralph, 
lay buried. Upon the heights of the city afar, 
crowned by the castle of St. Elmo, stood the 
Avellino Palace ; th^e was her husband — ^how 
affected by her dq)arture, gladded, grieved, — 
she knew not, and yet feared the former. What 
a life of thought and pain did the unfortunate 
Matilda live through in that one night! She after- 
wards became unconscious from distraction, till 
the rippling, flashing wave upon the vessel^s side 
reminded her at once of her flight and her place 
of refuge. 

The morning's sun shone upon the far-famed 
gulph of Baiae, with its shore of mighty ruin, 
And its host of glorious names and recollections 
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•f^Moe-— 4iie.tessd ol a &r^ islaadthea tbe most 
atupendoifii ^tiject of the umey Y4m l^ke, ibat 
<)pce eoQtaiaed a Homan nnvy, the wisole. fleets 
of tbeiaasterft of tke^wQvUy w^d s««in9e.ooi)taia 
tbat solitary ship of Britain^ The Couotess Ay^ 
lino stood upon ber lofty deck ; and: althou^ 
.ber paleckerii boi« witiiess, lo the anxious mid 
agitated night that she had spent, still she^odmed 
«^^otion before the eye of strangers, and. even, 
pointed out to her gallant countrymen those 
ruins and temples, new to them, but with which 
>she had been long familiar. She was thus en-, 
gaged in showing to diem the remains of the 
temjdeof. Serapis at Fuzzuoli, when a company 
of horsemen wer^ observed to issue, from that 
town, and gallop along the beadi towaxidf Baiae. 
^ was. a drcumatanee not calculated to excite 
^tention,, except in a breast so full of anxiety 
4^ Matilda's. She abruptly ceased to perform 
^t}ie office- tshe had undertaken^ of descriling 
the distant ruins-^thoste, horsevi^ seemed, to 
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attract h^ whole attention. They oommned 
theisRi coime as far as the Lueriiie Lake, when 
turmng suddenly to the right, diey disaj^eutid 
between the little gorge in the hilk, that kacb 
to Avermis. Matilda sought to follow them 
with her regards^hut their further motions were 
concealed hy the hitervening hilk. 

Matilda could not account for h^ agitation, 
4he int^est excited in her by a tixx^ c^cavaliarb, 
any of whom ^e could not distinguish. But 
interest <ji this mysterious kind is so <ximmuni- 
cative, that those around the Countess |)artook 
of her feding, and stood looking towards the 
spot whare the party had disaf^peared. Their 
attention <bd not seem vainly attracted, f<»:.soon 
after a couple of shots were heard, and at the 
same time, in that direction. 

** I knew it,'' cried the Countess, dis^iracted-^ 
<^ I {cfremw it, but too late. Heaven fu'give and 
pity me ! It must be thus. A boat, a boat, my 
fii^ids; setme ae^re yonder, I entreat you, as 
^an unhiqppy <xiiuitiywoman.^ 
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The Coofitess Ws itistnitiy obejed^^ boift 
maimed, aSoA aoeompaaied hj an <^eer, she was 
fowed to «hore iii the direction <^ the Lucrine 
Lake. Then disembarking, the Countess hur- 
ried, afoot; distracted, along the path that she 
had seen pursued by the horsemen. Their steeds 
die met, held by some peasimt duldreo, whose' 
pale faces and trembling limbs foretold a 
disasta*. Suj^rted by the Lieutenant that 
accompanied her, and with a speed inocmceivable 
to him, the Countess proceeded, until she reached 
the circular yale or basin sunk in the hills, in 
^ midst of which reposes the famed Avemus. 
Not far to the left, and near the Gulf of the 
Sybil, were the dismounted cavaliers grouped 
together, as if around a fallen man. A duel 
had certainly taken place. 

The Countess rushed at the first glancfe 
towards them. The group opened at the ap- 
proach of the maniac, as they almost thouglit 
her, and disclosed to her view, extended by the 
brink of Avemus, tne dying Avellino. All 
l2 
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tnortal aid was tiseless.. The. e^qpitiog Count 
aeaned to recognize his wife;, a fsunt smile was 
the reeogniticHi, but, whether it was that of 
forgiy^oess, or of hate,. lay buried with him* 
It. was the arm of Spottiswood that dealt the: 
Uow. 

I .will not detain my readers, with a tedious, 
epilogue, — Matilda outlived this, fatal scene; 
her lovely countenance, on which,, as becomes 
it,, is imprinted a settled melancholy,, is at 
^lames to. be seen in London circles — Her fate 
A striking, and, it is to be hoped, not a. useless 
example to the British fair, who learn, in their 
^enthusiasm for ferdgn climes ^and habits, to 
^ntemn, the domestic virtues of their <^ufitry, 
-—who mistake the mere charms, of novelty for- 
sources of lasting happiness, and who. blush ;not 
to forfeit the name of English women, in yield- 
ing up th^ir hearts and hands to the. fickle keep- 
ing of a stranger. 

THE ENJO OF L^AMOBOSa 
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CHAPTER I. 



Ths^ ^caet year it would be too psredae t&* 
mask^ but it .waa certainty between those of 
eighteen hundred and fifteen^ and twenty-five^ 
t)mt Lord Tara turned the ahafts o£ hia cdi^e. 
towards- Italy^ Although an: Engh'diwian by 
blrth» feeling, educatioii> and even by property^ 
he was nevenheless an Iridi peer, and. in cour- 
sequaace was not distraeted by any duties in the 
Uppor House, hoax pursuing has plans of 
amuannent and traveL Lord Tar% however, 
like many of his rank, was not the lesa a poHti- 
ciaa for bding delved of politieaL occupation z 
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educated at our scientific university, Be had 
sufficiently imbSbed from his classic studies the 
principles of Whiggism, and these he professed 
in his very nonage so zealously and loudly, that 
a noble relation urged him, the moinent that his: 
years permitted, to try hb powers as a speaker 
in the House of Commons. Here he spoke, for 
diffidence was not his foible, and fluently too^ 
but whether it was that the views of the young 
statesman were not mature, or that his argu- 
ments were not new, his. harangues lAer ar little 
time were greeted urith coughs, Di4iispers, and 
<^er rigns of inattention^ most dispiriting to* 
young ambition, and furthermore, in des[Mte of 
has kirdship's hints to^ die gentlemen reporters^ 
in the gallery to *^ ^ve him at Aill length,^ he* 
began to find his politicid kicul»^tious of the 
preceding evening woefuUy shnink- up* in the^' 
coluams of the morning papevs. Hence arose- 
disgust in the mind of the young orator*. 
During the rural festivities of the next recess,. 
Lord* Tava hinted to his noUe relative bis ia-* 
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tention of resigning. He was coldly pressed in 
return to try another session, but so coldly, that 
he persisted in his determination, and was soon 
announced as having accepted the Chiltem Huii>> 
dreds. 

Thii trick of fortune, for according to Lord 
Tara it was nothing else, had an effect contrary 
to that which any one would have expected. 
Far from rendering him disgusted with j)olitics, 
or dead to public affairs, the disappointment 
seemed rather to have increased the interest he 
took therein, but the ill success which he had 
met with in the House, turned him utterly both 
against it and its leading parties. Hence his 
lordship's declamation, in clubs and at dinners 
not discontinued*-^for to give up that, he would 
not have accepted the Chiltem Thousands, as 
an Irish member once o^)sarved — assumed a 
de^er parfy tcme-^he talked of much needed 
reformation in that House, that impudently 
called itself a represaitative one— rotten bo- 
roughs and corruption were as familiar to bis 
l3 
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mcnitb, as to that of Mr. Orator Hunt, befi^re 
that statesman abandcnied politics for roasted 
Gor^ and shoe blacking— annual parliaments 
and universal suffrage even were at times his 
theme. In short, his lordship^s politics, having 
beeii nipped in their natural budding by the 
cold^ frost of the House's neglect, sprouted 
downwards in a radical direction with a vigour 
trebly reinforced by spleen. 

In short, Lord Tara was of that class of 
men, in which " merry England*" hath always 
abounded, namely, malcontents. Had he not 
stood in need of listeners, he would have been 
a misanthrope ; but that want stood him in the 
place of philanthropy, and bound him to his 
fellows. Mankind he loved, he averred — such 
love being the only excuse he had to offer for 
meddling eternally, not only with things that no- 
wise affected him, but of which he really under- 
^rtxx)d nothing. Were you to believe him, he 
was the very essence of philanthropy, devoted 
tQ the love and service of the human race, and 
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iiirhe complaiiied of was, that in ]&(i^baid ther^ 
-was no place for so general a benefaetinp — thai 
his intentions were misoHistrued, thwarted, or 
ill received.. Etigland he adored, but then the 
taxes were oppressive and intolerable — ^his Iwd- 
ship was a batcbelor, in the aijoyment of about 
six thousand pounds per annum. The consti- 
tution he revered, worshipped — ^but corruption 
and borough mongering had defiled it. He 
could not endure the sight — he could not sit in 
a bought parliament — he could not interest him- 
self in the hopeless cause of true liberty in 
England ; and Lorcl Tara theref(»re resolved to 
emigrate, to withdraw his presence, eloquence, 
and expenditure from an ungrateful country, 
and to devote them to the service of some na- 
tion, that could appreciate them betteis 

Behold then his lordship a liberal^ embarked 
for the Continent. He hies to Paris, delivers 
his credentials, talks as wicked jacobinism as 
his bad French will permit^ and is straight ad« 
mitted into the liberal coteries of the French 
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capital. Here imy Lord Tara has not impToved 
his situation; for of his new companions all 
seemed inclined to talk, and none to listen, whilst 
even the mildest of the party fairly out-Herod 
him in furious declamation. What he has thought 
extravagant liberality before fades into insigni- 
ficance now ; and the depths in jacobinism that 
he has never reached, extend beneath his view 
so far, as to eonvince him he ifs as yet but a 
neophite. In England he had often ventured 
in a few sure companies to put forth a little 
jocular deism ; in France he found this to be 
conadered as mere bigotry. At home, he did 
not scruple to uphold the right of resistance — 
abroad the right of each individual to avenge 
his own wrong or the staters by assassination, 
was a principle as familiarly admitted. Our 
Englishman was thus thrown completely into 
the back ground, a position, which however his 
due, he was by no means contented with. And 
there was moreover a circumstance, that dis- 
gusted him still m(H:e with his new associates, 
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BXid led him to suspect the pure basb of their 
liberaUty. This was, that while they permitted 
him to declaim against kings and tetrarchs, they 
always contrived to win Iris money. Now Lord 
Tara was fond of listeners— but to pay an 
audience, and to go abroad for the purpose^ 
seemed too hard a bargain ; — a good cook and 
claret had procured hmi as docile and respect- 
able a selection of ears at home. France too, 
as Lord Tara observed, was us6 in the love and 
pursuit of liberty ; she had made a desperate 
effort for it some thirty years ago, and, however 
unsuccessful it had proved, she still claimed 
credit for an attempt that she bad never fol- 
lowed up or succeeded in, for being the most 
liberty-loving land upon the globe. This he 
felt now inclined and prepared to deny ; he was 
in an ill humour with the country, not more 
likely to appreciate his political talents than his 
own had been. France and England Lord 
Tara declared to be both alike worn-out, ex- 
hausted soils^ incapable of suffering experiment^ 
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or bebg brought to perfectioii; and he turned 
his eyea around, for, in a political sense, a more 
virgin soil to reclaim and cultivate. 

Italy seemed to offer the very aspect he 
sought, and to possess all the requiates neces- 
saiy for becoming the object and theatre of Lord 
Tara^s zeal. Thitba* then, as we observed, he 
turned the shafts of his caliche. For a short 
space his lordship tarried at Gaieva, in prede- 
termined admiraticm of that little, timorous, 
scientific, theoretic republic, but as he was 
skilled in neither botaiiy, religicm, education, 
or novel reading, he felt far from at home in 
the society of its over-informed, and over-ci- 
vilized inhabitants. So that on he still pressed, 
scarcely allowing himself time to scribble a 
distich in the Chamounix Album, or to embark 
with English scene-hunteresses on the Mer de 
Glace. He had determined to enter Italy by 
the Mont St. Bernard — that was the road taken 
by Napoleon— and Napoleon, be it luK)wn, was 
the present idol of Lord Tara. Why, Heaven 
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knows — ^for the same reason it is to be su^^posed 
that all our sons of liberty took Tiol^t affection 
for the despot, eovering their misplaced admira* 
tion by the pretext that he was the fils de la 
Revolution, Englishmen, however, are such 
universal grumblers, that they are sure to find 
fault with every thing present or existing — ' 
nothing short of death, physical or political, 
conciliates their favour towards a hero — and 
had half of the laudators of Napoleon been 
allowed to traverse his empire during his reign, 
and pen their tomes beneath the shadow of his 
sceptre, not a doubt but that he would have 
had his share of the spleen, so liberally flung 
by our Smelfungas and Smelfunguses on ruling 
powers, no matter how or where encountered. 

It is necessary too, for an universal grumbler, 
to have, were it but for contrast, a spark of 
attachment and enthusiasm for some one object* 
And a person, a name is by far the most coiv 
;yenient thing for such grim anchorites to wor- 
.fhip — abstract virtues, qualities, liberty, virtue 
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and such like, are far too unsubstantial— and 
the crowd of political votaries, that never could 
be bound together in one cause and party by 
,any reverence they could pay to liberfy, are 
effectually linked by attachment to such a name 
as,Napoleon*8. In pohtics, as in rehgion, man- 
kind are prone to image-w<nrship~superior beings 
may adore the invisible deity, but the crowd, 
however pretended followers they may be of the 
most spiritiud and exalted creed, must have well 
moulded and richly adorned wax and marble to 
kneel doi/^-n before. 'Tis thus the pc^tical 
theorist cherishes the essence of liberty ; the mob 
chooses itself a hero for a master, and on the 
merits of that choice thinks itself free. 

Without wishing to sink Lord Tara altoge- 
ther into one of this mob, we may state, that 
without suspecting that he swerved in the least 
from his hberal principles, the Irish peer had 
grown a declared Bonapartist. And his rhap- 
sodies during his journey upon his new idoFs 
superlative merits, as a road-maker, might have 
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for eloqaenoe formed a companion to tbose^ 
Tolomes of eflsays, styled ElogeSy so popular 
in France. Indeed this is the general topic upbn 
wlncfa British travellers, who are admirers of 
Napoleon^ expatiate— too ignorant in general of 
the sciences either of the statesman or the sol- 
dier to appreciate his true merits, they make his. 
fame depend, as that of Colley Grattan de- 
servedly does, upon his Highways. They pass the 
.Adda and Bormida, without once reverting to 
the heroism and warlike genius displayed upon 
the b^nks of these streams so celebrated in nuli-. 
tary annals; but the Simplcm road nevar fails 
to call, forth their tribu^ of. admiration to thi^ 
imperial engmeer — ^Cest une espice d'^appro^ 
bation bien AfifflalseP observed a French tra- 
veller, who overheard some of these B|ritisb. 
,pan^yricks on Napoleon — ^' k is a very English 
sort of ap^obation this — those mad travellers 
never see a league distant from their route— ia. 
the Emperor Napoleon they descry but a .su- 
blime road-.maker — in France, they remark no^* 
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ilik^p m vtariage m our portinioaft and Ihei^ 
1iQ0fti-«'«nid Um; regidttrl j fSotnii w esdauite ol 
t)ie dviKiitiw cf tbe QQunlrie» dmn^ wlyck 
ihey pM0» from the mawKtairf the imi-keeper 
Md the waita*9 thftt attend tKom,. vfaibt the 
beauty of the female populittioo i» na nvuammnfy 
galbefed from the via^et of dimbermaidft 
nd peiiiog peeaeots/' 

There is a great deal of txixth m the FVendi^ 
van^a aeeomit of the mode in which onr travek 
ling gentry glean amuaemait and information^ 
and make thoae profound comments and refieo- 
tioBS that are aent fordi to enlighten the British 
nation, with respect to the state of foreign 
countriea. We are the 'veriest roadstera that 
ever put hoc< to travd — a cGscursion {ran the 
beaten track either of journeying or research, 
would demand too great a saerifiee of coiafort 
and dignity, and, in shcMrt, is not to be expected 
from u& 

Liord Tar% in obedfenee to thkEngBsh trick, 
followed Napoleon's path across the Mont St. 
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Barmrd. M the HcMpiee be stopped a dof, 
pesteriog the mcmluiirith qoeadons about a bmoi 
wbom ibtff now^ even dented aa tfaey wcve 
aboTQ tbe kings cif tbe eartb^ dieaded' to speak 
of. He dambered U> tbe qpc^ where Niq[)oleM 
I^ad nearly budc^n hU neek^ and eyed it with 
more awe tban bo did ibeayalancbe that tofipled 
qy^ bis own bead. His lordsbip pwrtook of 
tbe brotherhood's iK>wise neamtj fare^ and hav- 
i^ suffidefrtly breathed the free, exbitaratbig 
atmoqpheGre of sev^ thousand feet of altitude, 
he descended to the eojoyment of the beautiful 
Yal d\AQst, ^Eicreased by the novel conscious, 
noss of treading the Italian 8oil« 

J^rd Tara, was no lover oi rural beauty, as 
may be suf^pios^d flromwhat we have ak'eady 
spoken of ]m pursuits wd jHredilecticnis; but 
here the scene was too powerful for his apathy* 
A& he quitted the eternal snows of the Al{nne 
summits, and marked in \m descent the hmg 
gradation from aU that is harsh and savage in. 
nature, to all that is lovely and luxuriant He 
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could not bat withdraw 1m thoughts a space 
firom Ml favourite theme, to give :th6in up to 
the. enjoymest of a scene and an hour, ;botb' 
uniqmb on the globe and in his Hie. On ^the^ 
summit he trod the glader «id the imperishable' 
snow — lower, the dun soil, refuang vegetation, 
scorched and withered both by snow and frost-^ - 
a furlong further down appeared a few ragged 
firs, the vanguard of vegetation, standing few- 
a^d perilled on its verge, wh^re the barren realm 
began— and still receding from them, the forest * 
ranks appeared thick and healthy in height and ^ 
tdlimgey like the mass of a collected army. Rocks 
and torrents then skirted the way, and the herb- 
age grew gigantic from each cKft^ pt the tnoun- 
tain side, as if to make itself amends for being ' 
blighted upon the summit. Then too, the^ 
prospect of a whole kingdom began to extend, 
viable beneath ; at first a blue, indistingnishabk - 
waste, like a still, hazy ocean, tiU a ndurand- 
more near approach, enabled the eye to mark, 
out hill and valley, lake, river, forest, and all the ^ 
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^yaried db^ects of an outstretched ^ realm. At 
last the Alps thonselves receded, and the pkm 
iras readb^ ridi. with trailing vinejards and 
majestip trees, and the eye recurred with a new 
pleasure, to ^admire in the ensemble the subli- 
mities, which, in the descent, itiiad one by one, 
.«nd, as it were^ fafie to face, enjoyed. 

Such a scene as this, fallen upon in any ooun- 
try, and imconnected with a single henxc imi^ 
or historic associaticm, would fill with delight, 
even to overflowing, the most senseless beholder. 
But it was the bulwark of Italy that Lord Tara 
-scaled — this was her and^t scril, that he for the 
first time trod — ^and association was too strong 
f(x the simple ^enjoym^it of natural beauty— to 
~a man of real feeling, die excess of such pleasure 
•would have been delirium. To L^ Tara it 
<cau8ed^ iseiusaticm .so ^musuaily. strong, -as to 
iammz» him» v He alttabuted -dl to< Ids: treading 
•the clasBic landx»f liberty ; and Sdpio and Han^. 
:tiibaL for ^moment drote all thoughts of 
Napoleon} fairly from his head.. i 
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Could tlie oarafaiman or police of fak nu^estj, 
the kii^ of the SardmiiM, bare pryed mio the 
Cennent of idcM m his Icrddnp^s brain, th^ 
ifould with justioe hsre reused him entrance 
into the agam r^al territoncs of Piedmont ; 
what is more singular, had they aocorately 
searched his person and portifeuiUej thej would 
hare been as little indined to allow him ingress. 
But 8Ufiptck>n was not then afloat : the old rulers 
of northern Italy, the Austrians and the race c^ 
Sardinian monarchs were quite bon Aommtecal in 
comparison with the dragcxis th^ faaye once 
been. You mi^t have then entered even Milan 
without having the fingers of a policeman thrust 
into your pockets; and an idle Briton might 
hare wandered round the fortifications of Pes- 
chiara or Mantua, without exciting any danger- 
ous suspkion. The name of a Lord Angkmj 
that stared them at the head of the Castkreagh 
Jhrwrnn^ was bowed to by the police, and mi lord 
{Missed with pq^ers and communications about 
him, enough to have made htm aoquaintpd with 
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the in^e of an Hungarian prison in the year 
eighteen hundred and twenty-five. 

What thoee papers were, with which Lord 
Tara had incautiously burdened himself, I can- 
not exactly say> but he was weak and yarn 
enough to make hunself a land of agent or 
courier of a society of continental masons — ^an 
accommodating sect of brotherhood, that can be 
Orange in Irebmd, and Jacobin abroad, under 
the pret<aice of profesong the same fundamental 
princi]^es. If Lord Tara'^s errand and des- 
fMttches w^^ deqp and dangerous, mad partly 
they were so, it was without his being thoroughly 
conscious nii it; he being nothing more than a 
revolutiomry amateur at most, whose place and 
fancy it was neither to peril his nedk. But folks 
will aicoonter ss many dangers for vanity sake, as 
for nobler purposes: and vanity, with an eager 
desire to ddbble in the agitated waiter of eonti- 
aei^ politics, weace ait preset Ae sole actuating 
momes of his lordslnp's conduct 
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As our traveller emerged {rem a break in the 
lesser Alps, and beheld ther plain of Turin ex-. 
tend beneath and before him, bounded by enor- 
mous, mountains, but, level as a bowling-greeiK 
Itself, he could not but admire the contrast, 
remarkaUy striking indeed throughout all Lorn-. 
bardy, of an extensive Alpines range^ with a 
plmn as extensive. This may not exactly be the 
case at Turin, where the level that joins the foot 
i>f Alp and Apennine is. not as yet uninter- 
xupted; but the contrast is more marked, be- 
cause the mountains surround the plakt. 
Throughout this plain^ rich aod verdant, in. sum- 
mer^ as it is eternally snow-covered in winter. 
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winds the ample stream of the Po, and at Turin 
the king of rivers, according to classic authority 
the '^Flteviorum vex Eridanv^^ is spanned 
by a bridge worthy of it, for which it is in- 
debted to Napoleon — a circumstance of which 
Lc»rd Tara was not ignorant. As to the metro- 
polis of Piedmont itself, it is nothing more than 
an overgrown chess-board, as square and regular 
in its lines and compartments as that well known 
little model can suggest. By a fantastic eye too, 
its buildings mt^t be fancied the men of that 
£euuous game-— its extensive range of palace 
might be king and queen~-4ts cathedral and 
church spires, bishops— its castles will do-^and 
knights are to be had ready mounted— and to 
carry our comparison, perhaps further than good 
taste will warrant, if all be true that stories , 
tell concerning the RiA des Sardines and hia 
cons(»rt, cheek-mcUe is the universal issue of the 
game. 

Lord Tara, however, was a beholder too so- 
lemn and scnlate to have any sudi grotesque 

VOL. I. K 
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i^en 8ugg«flt^ to Urn hj the d^t of Tuim 
O9 the eoQlnury, he ^eiioufllcjr ^Aatiied the re^i- 
li^y and straghtnetB of ita streets, and could 
not help observing, whata noble qpaee the grand 
(Mazsa oiefed for a popular assembly, tf thedd 
mU-shapen fafaricof a easde was taken away from 
tliemkh^ofit As from the wmdows of the apart- 
mcoH that he had <Aosen, Lord Tara ^ras ena- 
blad to behold this spacknis square, he was sadly 
qffisnded by obsierving that more than half the 
peculation were soldiers, — the monarcVs mimia 
was a military cHie, as is generally the case with 
petty potaitates, and his only desire seitned to 
be to convert as many of his subjects (nobly 
Iqraaied men, by the bye, espedbdly in the more 
northern part of Piedmont) into groiadiers, as 
his treasury could possibly aSontd to pay — ^no- 
diing could equal the stuffed chests and be* 
beavered sconces of his guards — and so guards 
was he, poor monarch, that he abdicated one day 
without a sword bemg unsheathed in his qu£Bxel; 
9^ qHrcumstanoe that has made his successor and 
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brodier put fiuth raAor in his oouMellcrs and 
aUk«i thaa in hb owtt'Oien b£war. 

The Ykit cf Loid Tan to Tim>^ iwi ]MCu 
inous, however, io the ab£c«|]fm of Yktor Ebh^ 
tiiidiy who stall Yetgned aoeiirdjaailBOtiuHmi- 
ddblj vfion faiM thfonef; aend at Us court Lcnrd 
Teia took.oare tobe present, not fiom any km 
ov rtqpect tdkat he bore to ItaliaA monareh^ or 
to the Amadeus innily, but kno^wiig tdMH die 
beet possiUe plaee in contiBealal Idngdone to 
find and become intimate wkh Eberab and 
hidden rerolutaousts, is ei^r the sanctovimtt of 
&e court itsdf. la this Lord Tara wa» of 
course right ; independent ol iatioduelMHi, hie 
IcN*dsd>]p soiHi fbrmed acquaintaiice with those 
leading men, who have Gonce distinguished them- 
selves Tipon that theatre^ the yowig St. M., 
Smnta R., be. and even Carignan, that cmumg 
and knibec^e boy, spoke freely wMl him oi» tbi 
liberty he wished to Pieitetont 

in St. M««, he found a youth ot fii^, of 
tttttcfa vanity, lOid of p«iiaps e^^iwd tulen^— i|i 
m2 
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fianta R. at once the most amiable, and mort 
profound of philanthropists, too pure a spirit, 
however, for the Madiiavelism of modem times, 
and more fit to wield the pen than the sceptre. 
With a truculent Visage, worthy of the shoul- 
ders' of Tiberius, the soul of Pliny animated 
Santa R. ; and full of friendship and admins 
tion for him, as well as indeed for the others of 
his party, Lord Tara himself could not help 
exdaiming, ^^ Liberty ! if these be all thy sup- 
pcHTters, thou standest in this age but a sorry 
chance.*" Much has been said and written 
against the black treachery and false-heartedness 
of Prince Carignan — ^but what was to be ex- 
pected . from a youth of seventeen — with the 
power of France on one side of him, and that 
of Austria on the other,— is it to be wondered 
that a stripling, blindly instigated to defy the 
power of both, should have faltered and fled 
from a portion so perilous. No blame attaches 
to the irresolute boy, or little— the consequences 
of his defialcation must be attributed, to the 
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wke heads, who relied, for reyolutionizing and 
jiving liberty to their country, on the weak 
co-operation of a boy, instead of curving it at 
once with *^red, right hands," grasping the 
end they sought, or at least not dishonouring 
the cause by survival 

But Lord Tara's knowledge of these per^ 
sdnages is merely mentioned here en passant 
It was but the winter of mneteen-twenty, 
and the seeds of revolution germinating in Na- 
ples had not yet giiven any signs of bursting 
forth. Folks talked largely at Turin, and at 
Naples, and throughout the Peninsula, as they 
do at this moment, whenever an opportunity is 
allowed, to vindicate themselves from seeming 
contented under a foreign yoke, and to shew, to 
the stranger especially, that if slaves, they are 
at any rate the 

** Servi ognor frementL** 
No government was ignorant of these wicked 
words, and no governor heeded them, glad per- 
haps, that discontent should so harmlessly evapO- 
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Mte through the ^c^ifty tyeUves of idb speedk. 
The popuhr commotions, howerer, ^ 19tily 
nd 18SB, bmve d^F»rived tb^m of thk tf^ilri^, 
Md Itaimk society of afi kinds has been shiee 
ovovnaii «m1 tiunned by hosts of informed. 

Lord Tara made stay at Ttttm lo&g ^lott]^ 
mnrefy to take up the ^es of those Kberd and 
i«9okitienAry uaderslaodings that pen^aded the 
Pednsula. No paiticahw occurrenee bei^ hkn 
dimng im wmdence A««^ whkh hsted for a 
shorter petiod^ from the Freftchified fbelin^ 
masBers^ aoid laagnage, tb«t universally fm^ 
Tailed. Lovd Tara felt that Parts even, ital 
pordBerabk to a milgar qpttome of it ; and bki» 
daig adieu to bis friends, with the hope of soon 
meeting them ia nobler and more eminent posi» 
turns, the peer bent farther onhascoutseto Mibok 

He could not repress an involuntary shiver 
as he crossed the Tidn into the dominions of 
Austria, and marked the dark enedgnof hef two* 
necked eagle* The Emperc^ Francis was the^ 
the bugbeat at liberalism, as his brother Al^* 
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imder, from hating been its hero, has sinds 
beoomd : the Lord of the Russias, havfaig, in d^ 
g|iite of his philanthropy, found out with Joseph 
the Setond, que ^etre ro^KHe, c'est son metier. 
At that period, however, he was still considered 
the Timoleon, the Themistocles of bis age, a 
despote malgrS Inir-^^ character fhat Madame de 
Sta^l had preached him tnft>, and then preached 
faim to Europe as. Prodigies of his liberaEty 
Were recorded in Italy— even at Laybach he was 
cotifidently asserted to have interceded for Nea* 
politan liberty, and when Ferdinand^ the father of 
ragning princes^ went down on his knees tio 
him, (as the popular report tells the story in its 
peculiar style), Alexander spumed the stippliant 
mc^iarch, and bade him go home, and keep his 
AWom wOTd with his p^ple. These delusions 
have of course vanidied long nnce, but perhapis 
tfmilat stories, all as likely, are now related 
with the tome confidence of Charles the Tenth. 
Fnincis of Austria was the ogre, whose 
tyranny was then contrasted with the liberaBty 
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of Alexander; the uxm-framed, square feceu, 
and white unifotms of the Grerman troc^ps, in- 
spired Lord Tan with horrors and misgivings. 
Hulans and Hnngnrians, Croats and Pandours, 
were assodated'in his mind widi ail the barber- 
isms of Turkish warfare, yiolence, and {dimder ; 
his thoughts ran upon the desperados of the 
old German wars, the black bands, those half 
freebooters, half soldiers— and not a sentinel did 
he pass without fancying himself beneath his 
guard, condemned to the cruel sufferings of a 
Trenck. Oppressed with all this train of horror 
that his fancy conjured up, Lord Tara ap- 
proached Milan* 

No eminence afforded him the same oppoi" 
tunity of beholding the capital of Lombardy, 
that he had enjoyed on approaching the chief 
city of Piedmont. Milan lies in the midst of the 
unbroken Lombard plain,; with all the cities of 
her dependence concealed from her view by no 
intervening irregularity of ground, by nothing 
except the feebleness of man's vision; and a 
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telescope of suffident magnifying power would 
enable a beholder, from ooe of the steeples, to 
trace the course of the Po almost from Paria 
t® Fertara. The Alps rise to the north; it is 
true, felt more inconveniently at Milan than they 
are seen ; but although their snow-topped peaks 
and masses are visible from the dty, looked down 
upon from them, the imperial city would be 
distinguishable from the plain in which it lies. 

As Lord Tara did not enter Milan by its 
Imperial side, and through the Corso Orien- 
tale^ he was not so struck by the beauty of this 
famed capital of a romantic Duchy^^-romantic, I 
say, for its annals partake more of the wild and 
imaginative character of romance, than the 
matter-of-factedness of dull history. In its 
ealrliest days we find it the seat of imperial mag- 
nificence,and when, with the other cities of the 
dassic peninsula, it emerges from the slavery 
and oblivion of the middle ages, we find it arm- 
ed and vindicating its rights against the very 
trans^pine anparors, of which it is now the 
m3 
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; faoU and the seat of poveri Under tbe 
Vifoonti we meet it agam si sploidDur.at leael) 
il not eojojang liberty; aittd then the SfcHrzas^ 
the riTal claimB of the Frendi and Spimidi 
BHfeMrefai, the rash gaUaatry of the Bourboosi 
aad the wily policy of the House of Aivstiia, are 
att aaBOCMtedy abore aU other spota^ widi Milaa^ 
aa the fair object of thor jrtrifes and flmtuadng 
OMKpieits. 

There is no city in Italy entered with 
sodi pleasurable feelings as Milan : a f^oom 
BUist ehiU him that embarks for the Queen ot 
the AdraHiC) and every reality and recolleetkxi 
oooneeted with Venice lA sad. Borne approach* 
ed» demands the sober mien and feelings of the 
jpilgnm. Naples moridly disgusts us, such is tbe 
dqp»ided state of the populi^cm ; and the Tus- 
cans are too conceited, pragmatical and cunning- 
to aUow our natural jK'edilection for ^^ the city. 
6f the Arts^' to take its due course. , Turin, 
besides, is a Fi^^nch town, and Milan ccmse-, 
quentty may be considered as the first truly 
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ItAliaiti dtydifit tratellm eater; and there i!i 
much in these first feelings. 

LcMrd Tara^ hbwevei*, Aought oth^u^se r the 
prefseiA in his imagihirttTe mind piredomiiiiated 
over ih^ past, nor could aH the hlistoric glories 
of Milan interest him, occupied as he wa^ by 
the right of the In^perial troops that tht'on^ed 
h#r sCreeta and squiu'ei. Add certainly to dti^ 
who did not like to be reminded at every hotn*, 
day and ilight, of the imp^nitl majesty of ihi 
Auftt^iait CaesarS) Milan was a tittublei^m^ 
Abbde* If Lord Tara stirred out, the haM 
uniform i^jlea^^ to hia vi^ in ail itr VitMefiei^ 
of white 6^e6i dhd gray uhdress, the greed 
Huknts thb ctkiikM patltiBiiooned ^utogaHahs, 
and the drab jackets of the cannoniers. In 
equipages, too, the long-faced, square fore- 
headed, old followers of the Archduke^s coiut, 
were not to be mistaken. The Italian was 
justled from his own streets, and in the din of 
the public piazza, his alver-tcmed language was 
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overwhdmed by the angry gutturals of his pre- 
sent masters. 

If his Lordship to avoid these unj^easant 
sights and sounds, inunured himself in his apart- 
ment, the sound of the ^^ barbarian drum^ .and 
^^ ear-pierdng fife,^' was sure to reach him. l^uch 
a life of noise and parade is that of the Austi^ 
soldier, that a few thousand men converts an 
Italian town into die semblance of a .camp. To 
revenge himself, .Lord Tara began to ponder on 
the most praotical mode of driving these said 
Austrians from Milan, much in the way that 
one of our ingemous bankrupts at home sits 
down, a£ter bf^ving ruined himself, to devise 
expedients for paying off the national debt. 
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• A FORTNIGHT sufficcd to make Lord Tara 
free of the confined aristocraticai circle of 
Milanese society. He found them haughty, 
elevated high in self-opinion, and ccmsequently 
in demeanour ; for in a coimtry inland and un- 
commercial, where the middling orders have no 
opportunity of forming an aristocracy of wealth 
to vie with that of blood, the line that distin- 
guishes the lower orders of society is necessarily 
much more distinct than in other nations. The 
Lombard noblesse, are thus in general haughty, 
and wealthy in proportion , from peculiar cir- 
ciunstances relative to monopoly of cultivation, 
beyond the power of legislation to obviate or 
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remedy. But within the limits of this outward dr- 
deof hauteur^ into which, both as a stranger and 
m man of rank. Lord Tara was enabled to step, 
he fbmidthat amiability, ease, and familiar man^ 
ners, whicii the great always indulge in towardr 
their equals^ but in Milan more so than else- 
where; as from the small number of noble 
families, bound together too by the oi^fNresnve 
and changing rule of foreign nations^ sudi fire* 
quait inter-marriages have, necessarily taken 
place, as to communicate to the whole society 
the air and manners of one noble and extensive 
family. 

With this society Lord Tara became quite 
enchanted. There was in it none of those gra- 
dations of rank and importance, that distinguish 
the different tiers of the English aristocracy. 
In England the spirit of society, in despite of the 
innate liberty of the people is essentially feudal ; 
there few or none are equal — ^superiority or in- 
feriority^is marked in every one's pretenaons or 
behaviour; and our Irish peer had firequently 
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fauad himself treated in that knd^of eqaalky 
iPith aa air of supercitiousnest and eondedcen^on, 
by, a BfituA: grandee of a higher class, that dii^ 
tMced him quitSe into the commoner. In Itohi^ 
soaety there was none of all this,^— even if there 
were, my Lord Tara might speak unbonnetted 
to any Prince of continental sounding — hvt% 
there was none. The line once drawn between- 
the aristocracy and the clas» of roiuriers — all o» 
the farther side were Ivotherg and equals* The 
Prince affiled no state, and the Baron was put 
to no trouble or expense in the way of imitating 
or rivalling his mightier or his wealthier brother^ 
The Italians have one great characteristic, th^ 
are not vain ; and to this may be traced the 
greater part of the habits that distinguish thcsn 
from their neighbours, frcHn their north-western 
neighbours at least 

People wonder why Englishmen travel IXy 
they not consider the bounty hdd out to ua 
solidly ana mora Iv to go a}»t)ad. The eifbhange' 
is i^ways in favour both of our purse and cha^ 
racter^^'-'we gain by going abroad. Our income 
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incretaes and our weight in society. Need we 
•eek for refttons in iuidition to these, in our 
sfdeen engendering climate, and the fledi de* 
vouriAg habits of the land. Lord Tara felt 
himself in a land, a civilized, wealthy and re- 
nowned land, where he was the equal of the 
primates of the country. It was motive suft- 
cient to establish him at Milan, even if his love 
of pditical discnssiim and project had not in- 
fluenced his determinaticHi. 

But every further induoemait was held out to 
him to stay. For five and twenty years Italy 
had beai shut out from Igngland, an interval to 
the present generation tantamount to an age; 
and when the dyke of separation was tidcen 
away, Eo^^h habits and Englishmen, holding 
the higher level in civilization, inundated Italy. 
Twenty years had been a time long Plough for 
th^n to have been imitating France-^they 
wanted a new model, each in his several pur- 
suits, and Eilglanri, as of cdd, in the days of 
Alfieri, the fiory land of those good peojde, 
who ngh after constitutions and race^xyurses. 



Digitized 



by Google 



Ill POLITICO. 257 

pfibred itself to their wishefs; istn Anglomania 
raged throogbout the ipeniasula, especially at 
Milan. ' The males dteamt of nothing but 
England ; the pditician talked of our parlia* 
ment and coikititution ; the cavidiers of our 
steeds and jockies ; the dandy of our coats and 
iilburis. Whilst the females^ to do them jus- 
tice, remained ccmstant to thdr old habits, and 
diewed no sort oi incloiatioii whatsoever to prcv 
jpose to themselves Englidi dames as models for 
their imitation. Lord Tara became conse^ 
quently a s(»i; of idol at Milan. He was looked 
up to as a polilioiaxi^ a profouiid one, shice that 
he spoke upon the subject niuch and warmly ; 
and this was balm to the wounds that his 
countrymen at home had inflicted upon his 
vanity and self«esteem. He became a man of 
reference at Milan, to decide on the cut of 
coats, constitutions and horses' t«ls ; as on all 
these pcAnts Bntbh taste ' was declared by the 
good licnnbards to be unquestimiable and su- 
preme. " Now, my dear Tara,^' would 
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Goulit C. ery, the whole mob of MiUtn sti^i^ 
in amazement at the^rse under him withottt 
a tail, the only one they had ever beheld in sttofc 
a predicament, <^ what do you think of this 
fliare ? Does not ihe look as if die wete turned 
oat of Tattersall^s r 

** I wish, my Lord Tara,** quoth another 
Count, << that you would forward this dcetdl 
of a federative republic to London, and get my 
Lord L.'s opnion upon it And pray get m^ at 
Ae same time, the drawing of a steam boat; I 
diould like of all things to establish one i^n the 
Po; it would tend much to the enlightenmaitx)( 
this endaved and benighted Lombardy.^ 

Thus was Lord Tara the very Magrhti 
Apollo at the noUe Coimo at Milan, laii^hed 
at certainly from time to time by his Italian 
friends, as often as they recovered a fit of good 
sense; but. this being not veiy frequently the 
case, his rdgn, for it was a kind dt one, pvcK 
oeeded smoothly and i^eeably. 

Domiciliated as Lord Tara was dius induced 
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t&be at Mikm, it is not to be supposed, Imt diat in 
the drcle of his nobk acquaintances be would 
•ri^ct some one particular ftiend or family, as 
die object of his intimacy. Fall we ever %o 
much amcmgst strangers, some few asoGngst 
tbttn win come to be ^onsidere^ kes strangefs 
dum the rest. Friendships like man, can ad<^t 
ilieif to df oamstMces ; it can pitch a tent mo- 
mentarily afid be happy, where it is fm'lndden to 
tmry or to build. The mansion towards which, 
in MilaiH Lord Tara tumtd most often and 
most wilMngly his steps, was the Casa Leca^ 
The Marchese Lecco himself was a man bkasel 
w^ $31 the sources of happiness tliat piO¥i. 
denee «u bestow>-weaIthy, even above the 
wealthy ekm of Lombssd pn^eton^ married 
to the most beauttfal of women, and amiable 
withal, aflfd surrounded by the family that 
an Italian deskes, a son and daughter. Of these 
anon. 

The Marchese Lecco was old enough to t^ 
iMember the ancient established state of things 
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in Europe; before reyolutionary principles and 
feats had changed the face of the whole oniti- 
nent ; for even when the form of government 
was not overthtx>wn, the rulers and laws not 
altered, the habitual thoughts of the people had 
been effectuaUy swayed, and the moral revolution 
was gaieral at the time, even although the poli- 
cal was not The Marquis had risen into youth 
whilst these principles were disseminating, whilst 
they were yet fashionable and entertained but 
by the better orders, before they had been com- 
.municated to the people, and vulgarized by the 
communication. That the youth of that day 
ibould have been revolutionary and democratic 
is not to be wondered at; the attractive writers 
and preachers, the tal^it and manners of the 
time leaned that way ; nor that the young 
Marquis, ardent, spirited, and vivacious, should 
be one of those Italians, who stretched the hand 
of fraternity to their tran»-a1pine friends. It is 
known how speedily those wishes were met by 
the victorious entry of Bonaparte into Milan> 
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^nd sub^uently. fulfilled, at least in seevoing^ 
by the establishment of the Cisalpine republic 

Although so young, the Marquis Lecco be- 
came one of the members of this revolutionary 
government; the brief exercise of which functions, 
IcHig enough to delight, but not long enough 
to satiate him, gave him a taste for rule, at least 
for political liberty, which never abandoned 
him altogether. He was one of those patriots, 
whom the Congress of Lyons struck with de- 
spair and disgust^ and the act which conferred the 
sovereignty of Italy upon Napoleon, put an end 
to his admiration of the French and their chief. 

Since that period, the Marquis had lived 
cetired from public life, in the midst of hi^ 
family, enjoying the dolce far niewte of Italian 
life, that the rulers of Italy seaan so anxious to 
secure and perpetuate to their subjects. The poli- 
tical aerations of the Lombard noble, though 
not altogether extinct, yet slumbered without 
any signs of life, until the fall of the French 
Colossus in fourteen aroused him from bis af- 
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fected torpor. He was a meKiber of tluH 
senate, whidi propose to cbooae Eiigene Beaw- 
httmoif for Ibeir king, proebdiaing at tlie same 
time a limitation of tbe regal prarogatiye, and a 
kind of constitutional goTemment Thwarted io 
iikki both by the oppositbn of dke lower ordicn. 
asid the apathy of Eugene himself, the Marchese 
regarded the Austrian GU>verome9it with haired^ 
and was in turn wakdied by them with jeabingr. 
The new pow^, however, b^i^ establidied, the 
Marquis relapsed again into retiremeal^ and 
dei^Miiriag to see in his generation, a scene opened 
for his political exertion, he devoted himself to 
the education of his son and daughter, espe- 
cially the former, for wjbom he foresaw the pKK- 
bability of a career denied by fate to himsel£ 

This education had fi>r some time beeii 
the Marquis's solace and hdidby; fqrbidden to 
exercise his invention and try experiments upon 
the body politic, he was resolved to employ Ima« 
self to the utmost upon what was in his power;; 
and from bis cradle, in ooqsequmice, the ll£ar-» 
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qois destined the yoiiDg Count Luig^hk son, to 
ht a prodigy. For the first year of the boy's 
childhood^ the father d^rmined on irearing his 
sdn aft^ the precepts of Bmisseau ; and, accord- 
ingly) young Luigi was taught a great many 
things, of which he might as well have been left 
in ignorance, being at the same time scrupulously 
kept ignorant of ail those things which the worid 
think it necessary that children should know. 
In a little time, however, the Italian parent dis- 
covered, as Lovell Edgeworth did in the course 
0^ a similar experiment, that he might as weH 
domiciliate a young ape in the house with him, 
as rear up his child in the state of nature. And 
the Marquis was fairly compelled to forego his 
admiration fcM: the Grenevese philosopher, and 
miopt some other inode of education more 
consonant to common sense. 

After this failure, the several plans he tried, 
the several systems he examined, would prove a 
vain task to enumerate, and Pestalozzi was last 
inftkted upon the youth. Never were greater 
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efforts made to mar natural taknt— in this case 
without success. Lui^ persevered, in despte of 
pedagogue and system, in the spirit and the 
ignorance that became his years ; and he went 
through at Pavia all those pretty things that 
sentimental folks call education, such as doing 
rhetoric, philosophy, and humanities, ccnnpletely 
to his own ease and ignorance, and at the same 
time to his father^s exultation. 

Count Luigi Lecco was a fine specimen of 
Lombard youth, imiting French spirit with 
Italian vehemence. Although he had gone through 
thecourseof his university, still it is not to be sup- 
posed that he had merged all the national feel- 
ings and pursuits of youth in classic and scien- 
tific studies, after the manner of Englishmen, 
On the contrary a very poor smattering of Latin, 
and no knowledge of any science whatever, unless 
rhetoric can be called such, loaded his noble 
imderstanding ; which was turned, with the very 
laudable desire that continental youth entertain 
now-a-davs, to know what is to become of them; 
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to^Etics^ to thecmes of government, i^hts of 
Idngs, character c^ ministers, and such things. 
An English boy without a beard would have 
heen ashamed to speak or think of such ma^rs; 
^t abroad women and children are accustomed 
to assert a oosrmunity of conversational rights — 
^ndif there be one topic more deep or more 
serious -than dae riest, they are sure to discuss it. . 
Lord Tara was astonished at the young Count's 
proficiency in general politics, of which heiseemed 
to know as much, and to talk as freely as the 
Marquis. He was sanguine too, and warm, 
^nd looked at the Englishman mcnre, if possible, 
than did his ^e, and for these reasons was often 
a more acceptable companion to his Lordship 
than even the Marquis Lecco himself. 

It proves in general very painful to agentleman, 
newly known to a family, and either sufficiently 
shrewd or esteeming himself. so, and conse* 
quently bent on influencing all those who^ he 
comes in contract with--^t proves painful, I say, 
f(^ him to have acquired this upper, this ixw 

VOL. I. N 
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fluential hand oyer the males of the sswl family, 
4md to be thus installed their dearest and best of 
iriends, without at the same time having the 
slightest acquaintance of, in such a case, that 
most important personage^ the Lady of the 
manidon« This for a considerable time was 
Lord Tara's situaticm, and oftai as his friend 
the Marquis mentioned his intention of intro- 
ducing his Lordship to the Marchioness, so 
often the promised introduction did not take 
place. The Marchesa Lecqo was dther out, 
or not risen, or not visible, or engaged — ^and 
the disappwitment each time seemed to the 
Marquis of such v^ little inqxnrtance, that 
Lord Tara felt it impos^ble to seem anxious 
respecting it 

Our Englishman was thus the dear, the inti- 
mate friend of half the Casa Lecco, and as 
ignorant c^ the other half as if he had never en- 
tered its portal. And in truth the palace was 
ample enough to allow of what passed in one 
comportment of it, being utterly imknown to the 
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deDizens lind visitors of the otha*; the Mar« 
l^ese found it so over-spacious, that he let more 
than one-half of it out in lodgings, without 
suffering a angle blemish in his noble reputation 
by what we sho^uld call so mean and parsimonio 
ous an act Even its long suites of empty and 
slippery apartments^ Lord Tara seldom had 
occasion to tread ; for, however hospitably in« 
cUned, it is not in the metropolis that the 
£«ombard great folks exercise their hospitality. 
Magmficence and expenditure they reserve for 
their country residence. The lady is visited 
in her box at the Scaler, and the noble himself 
is to be seen for the most part at the Casino. 

The Marchese Lecco was, however, somewhat 
of an excq>tion to the habitual Ufe of his com* 
peers-— he possessed a Ubrary, a good one, and 
sate whole mornings therein ; not that I pre- 
tend to say, a library is rare at Milan. The 
Trivulzi collection might adorn the proudest 
imperial palace ; it is a museun) worth travelling 
to vittt^ but study in truth is not the forte of 
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southern natums. The Marquis, though he 
could no more have sate down to read a solid 
quarto, than to devour a huge sirloin, liked 
nevertheless the fc»:^gn literary cookery that 
serves up the intellectual food in petty didbes. 
Flans and proposals inundated his hotel, of a 
thousand improvements and ameliorations, too 
spirited, however, to hope for the sancticm of a 
government, by which steam was dreaded as an 
English radical, and gas as a most flaming jaco- 
bin. Pamphlets on education, ** high piled" 
from floor to ceiling, filled one side of the apart- 
ment to an extent that would have alarmed even 
Brougham — and Italian essays on political eco- 
nomy, so diluted, that Smith or Ricardo would 
melt, at the same rate, into as many Italian 
volumes as contain the novels of Bandello, lay 
mingled with the MreiH of new operas, the last 
sonneteering eflFusion of Monti, and KBous-loot- 
ing numbers of M. AteirK's languid iiiiscellany. 
Here my Lord Tkra was wont at times to 
intrude upon the Marquis, perhaps when his 
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brain had teemed upon the previous night with 
some new thought or project, that he was 
auxious to communicate. And here would he 
at times meet the young Count, who at that 
hour, however, was accustomed to attend the 
Marchesa^s lev^e. Occupied one morning with 
the Marchese in thi3 apartment, a beautiful 
young female entered with a letter tor the Mar* 
cfiese* She appeared exquisitely formed, with 
features the most delicate and expresnve, her 
charms redouble^ to Lord Tara by being thus 
seen in secret ; for the Asiatic custom of immur- 
ing women is that perhaps most favourable to 
beauty, which, like the pearl, looks £eu: more pre- 
dous in the casket, than when worn and dis- 
played to open day. 

This lovely bearer of the billet was clad in so 
homely a dress, stood so submissive before the 
Marchese, and at the same time so distant, not re- 
ceiving from him in rotum the slightest attention,. 
' that Lord Tara could not but conclude her to be 
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tome better sort of menial, perbaps, attendant 
on the Marchioness. Never had he beheld 
such perfect beauty ; her person was of tall, light, 
northern symmetry, while her features were of 
southern cast and fire — ^a dark brow and eye, of 
which, though not bent upon him, yet the 
Englishman might know the lustre. All that 
he beheld was the blushing cheek, conscious of 
supporting his gase, and the long dmik lashes 
radiant fran the painve lid. The fair messen- 
ger had evidently not expected to meet a stranger 
in the library of the Marquis, and the moment 
she received a verbal answer, she trijqped in 
haste away, leaving his smitten Hiordiriiip in a 
stupor very unfavourable to the continuation of 
the discussion that the two politicians had been 
interrupted in. 

He was about to ask who that lovely creature 
might be, when the voice of the Marchese recalled 
him to the conuderation of the subject ; and 
as the Italian noble seemed neither himsdf in^ 
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terested, in the fair apparition, nor to have 
perceived how much his companion had become 
80, the latter thought it better, as yet at least, 
to be political in private matters, and seek his 
information either elsewhere or from chance. 
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As Lord Tara was not given to jesting, we 
may suppose in what a clumsy way he endea* 
Toured to extract from Coimt Luigi some infor- 
mation req)ecting the fair ^fiUe de chamhrg of the 
Casa Lecco. The Count was most willing to 
afford him any information in his power on such 
a point, but he vowed that he knew of no young 
nor handson^ female servant in the palace 
— <dl the domestics^ with the exception of the 
Marchioness's own woman, who was neither 
young nor lovely, were males from cook to 
chamber-maid (man I should have said). And 
Lord Tara was upon the sea of conjecture, as 
tossed as ever, after bis conversation with tke 
Count. 
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In order to have further opportunities of satis- 
fying his curiosity. Lord Tara pressed at last to 
be presented to the Marchesa Lecco. The Count 
accordingly took an opportunity of introducing 
his new English friend to his mother ; and after 
a two month^s intimacy in the palace, liord 
Tara became known to its mistress. The Mar 
chioness was a woman of eminent beauty, and of 
mental attraction nowise inferior to her per- 
sonal ones. She received his Lordship with cour 
tesy, but with none of the self-prostration with 
which Italian gentry sometimes think it neces- 
sary to worship foreign visitors. The male sex 
of Britain preserve national dignity, better than 
our ladies — the French or Italian female seems 
more possessed of the honourable confidence 
that iiospires suqh demeanor, than does her 
lord in genial, or the male sex of those coun- 
tfiii&n These may hate strangers often, be sullen 
QKUvincivil towards them; but this is rather be- 
tealyii^ a want of that self-confidence, the posses^ 
sion of which they would wish to intimate. 
k8 



Digitized 



by Google 



£74 IL POLITICO. 

From the first five minutes' conversation 
between the Marchesa and his Lordship, a 
shrewd witness would not have failed to conclude 
the Italian dame the superior being. While his 
Lordship was lost in admiration ot her beauty, 
ease, and wit, she at a glance took the measure 
of hU mind, and appreciated justly the man, 
whom her husband and son had so inconceivably 
been induced to worship. A good magnifier 
might have enabled Lord Tara to espy the 
shoulders of the fair Marchesa elevated into a 
shrug at this facile discovery on her part, but 
the politician was absorbed at the time in con- 
templating the benign smile with which she re- 
garded him. 

Yet it is surprising that Lord Tara did not 
shine, for the Marchioness did not discuss with 
him either on the respective climates or fashions 
of their countries ; she entered upon politics at 
once, his peculiar theme, and seemed as much at 
home upon the subject as a British fcureign 
secretary, — ^far more shrewd and ratiolial, indeed^ 
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than either h^ husband or than any of the pa- 
triotic spirits that Ijord Tara had met irith since 
his visit to Italy. On several points, neverthe- 
less, the mind of the Marchioness seemed to be 
made up to oHiclnsions that appeared to be the 
effect of extreme prqudice, and the utterance of 
which would have been insulting in the presence 
of an Englishman, had not the ultrar-liberality 
that his Lordship affected or professed, em- 
boldened her to speak forth sentiments ever 
so outrageous ag^unst his country. Thus she 
entertained not a doubt that private murder and 
assassination were amcmgst the potent arms 
which the British ministry always wielded for 
their defence — she instanced late events; and 
all those dreadful accusations, so extremely ludi- 
crous to English ears, were here uttered seriously 
and credited by a personage of rank, knowledge, 
and influence. There is no accounting for this, 
but from the natural propensity that the woM 
has to link crime with success, and to give ere- 
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de^ic^ to improbable und fnysterious csosesy ii^ 
preference to the eixofie and th^ obvious oneB, 
that are sufficient Deverthekss to produce the 
most mighty results. 

Lord Tara had time to express a polite pro- 
test against these opinions of the Marchioness, but 
not to convince her of their want of foundatioD, 
when the fair form,' a glimpse of which had so 
troubled his Lordship'^s repose, glided through 
the apartment In passing she spoke a few words 
to the Marchioness with a fan^iliar tone, that 
induced his Lordship to rise, as he supposed her 
of the family, but the lady of the mansion mo- 
tioned him to be still, and not to disturb himself 
on account o[ so insignificant a personage. 

He felt rather annoyed at young Luigi for 
his past evasion in gratifying his curiosity, and 
for the obstinacy with which he had denied the 
existence of a fair and lovely attendant upon hi& 
mother. As soon as they were alone. Lord 
Tara taxed the Count with this duplicity, and 
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appealed to Urn if the fbrm and countenance 
that had intruded for an instant was not a do- 
mestic of the mansion, young and lovely^ 

*' What ! she who entered for an instant,— 
do you allude to her ?'* 

"Tonoother>N 

** Why, that is Beatrice, my sister," replied 
the Count. 

" Your sistar !*' cried the amazed Lord Tara r 
" I never heard of her till this instant*" 

*' Indeed, — ^what is there strange in that, I pray 
you?** 

Lord Tara could put into words nothing that 
could be accounted strange ; but strange, never- 
theless, he did accoimt it, that he should have 
been so long a friend of these good people^ 
without having chanced to see one-half of the 
family, and without the name of so important a 
member of it, as the only daughter, having been 
once mentioned within his hearing. Lord Tara 
thought this exceedingly strange. Count Lui^ 
Lecco thought it quite natural ; * and as the 
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opinions of both were drawn from national ideas, 
more than any natural reason, they did wisely 
in not discussing or disputing the affair. 

** Beatrice then/' sohloquized Lord Tara, as 
soon as solitude permitted him, ^ is the name of 
my fair, no longer incognita^ with whom I 
hoped to enjoy a {^easing episode in my more 
serious enterprises; — the daughter, it seems, 
of my very neiEu:' and dear friend, bat not more 
accessible to me on that account. What a 
strange mode of living en Jamille! How very 
unfavourable to a lover ! How is she ever ta 
get a husband ?*' 

Such were Lord Tara''s queries, who at the 
thne was not aware that Italian misses are not 
permitted to know aught about lovers, and that 
husbands are daily found for them, without 
being paraded, except indeed very sparingly, ii^ 
marts, similar to those fashionable jJaces 6t ren« 
dezvous where the British fair are disposed of. 

Lord Tara's, however, was not a mind, in 
giving the history of which one would have 
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much occasion to dwdl upon the passionale or 
ft^timental. '* There are a great many peopk 
in the world," says La Bruyere, or some one of 
those ap<^hthegm wnters, who have shorn 
truth to the quick, *^who could never have 
been in love, if they had never heard talk of it*** 
And otu: peer was just the person to whom the 
remark might be applied. And those very 
men, who, according to the maxim, would 
never have fallen into the folly, were it not sug- 
gested to them, are most anxious and prone to it 
after having learned of its existence. There is 
not a lady of passing beauty — and what lady 
does not possess more — who reads this tele, that 
cannot adduce her example of a pest of this kind, 
a gentleman sadly in want of experiencing some 
sort oi feeling for a lady, and making the most 
strenuous and laudable a4;tempts thereat — smitten 
with a pretty &ce and a handsome figure— and 
dying to be vain of its possession. Beyond such 
a passion as this, it was not in Lord Tara*» 
nature or range of capabilities to feel for the 
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fair. "Biit/L ^^^iBkifkglik l^w$»,{jt^ 
Uygp^ as hU Ixnrdc^P wpuld iiave M|d in bb 
old parliamentary JAi|p% qi admmtion of ,the 
beaudful Beatrioa 

Beatrice X.ecoD, bowerer, was as yet confined 
in the nursery-state of existence, not accessiUe 
to the eloquence of his lordship ; and the Mar^ 
chioness, within whose entire she seemed to be 
exclusively, did not appear to be by any means 
so struck with the transcendant talents of Lord 
Tara, as had been the Marquis and his son. A 
woman of sound sense, and aware bow futile any 
attempt on the part of a few nobles to ^ve free- 
dom to their country against the power of Aus- 
tria, she dreaded the iafluanoa wbtch die pcir* 
ceived the Eng&bnuM had g^amd, oif^ hex aofk . 
and hoAaodL , She knew ihe Ao^pwama tiial : 
raged thtiOtt^Milanyasd nmck aa^ she despised 
the Lombard ^ kdbrof the cnalumV &r their 
newufiingkd seryiiity, die diou§}itfthat^ajEflgr> 
for docking the tasler^of ooal« aiid?bonD%b |£mat . 
moFKAobld, toherlariMr&wise st^faast ^tMiM* 
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political Mitadoti of Englaad, in osBeitbg by 
force of arms' atid instirrectit)!! the rights oi 
the people. Thcf MaiicfaicfieflS too^ upon oonsi- 
deration, felt the wealth, the rank, thepieace, tfae 
other blessings she enjoyed, and thought- that to 
peril such- certainties in an attempt to obtain li- 
berty, or any such nominal end^ was^ little i^ort of 
madness. Her arguments to this effect had due 
Height with the Marquis; but rfie regretted to 
see her son borne away by his enthusiasm, and ' 
by the increatsii^ Hbeml^ of his opnions, to 
bolder thoughts and more imprudent enter- 
prises. 

This extravagance on the part of the young 
Count, the Marchioaess attributed mainly to I«ord 
Titra, and widi some little reason eerUiinlyj for bis 
Lorddiiip was contanuaMy inveighing against the 
tyranny of Ausdia, tlie tJad^-heil^d and beer- 
awilling Germani^ and the baseness of Jtahan and 
Lombards stoc^ptng, with all th^ glorious reodU 
le^tiens, under tiie yoice da transalpine despots 
The Marchioness,, wlnle die Bot cmly fek bat al- 
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allowed the justice of much of this spleen, yet 
combated it before her son, to preserve him from 
joiningin any of the rash projects afloat Andar 
she could not weQ exile Lord Tara, either from 
Milan or from the Cora Lecco, she endeavoured^ 
with all the powers of argument and ridicule, 
to counteract the efiects of his continued 
eloquence^ 

For this purpose his Lcnrdsfaip was more admits 
ted to the intimacy of the Marchioness, where 
although he fell lumsdf often worsted, and ridi* 
culed at times, still he was coasoled by aglimpsey 
perhaps by the presence of Beatrice. The ruse 
most generally put in practice by the Marchesa 
was to lead Lord Tara to speak of England^ 
English Ufe, and English politics^ when hia 
iq[^etic Lordship never fidled to vituperate his 
country, at least its mode of government, its cor- 
ruption, its purse^plethory, the venality of every 
possession and faculty that reigned, and the sha* 
dow of freedom, worse than ncme, affected to be 
preserved by the sold members and parties of 
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both houses. During these and similar tirades, 
the Marcluone^s indulged his Lordship witli the 
most marked attention, in hop^ that this picture 
of free and constitutional goyemment, drawn by 
the imprejudiced hand of a Briton, might im- 
press upon her son im idea not altogether son 
ms^uficent and noble, as she knew he had been 
led to entertun of such.. 

Lord Tara, with all his gravity^ iid not per- 
cdive the incxmsistency of abusing every speci- 
men of constitutional govemm^it that existed, 
at the same moanent that he wa& inciting bis. 
Italian friends to risk their lives and fortunes 
in an attempt to reach a similar state of constitu- 
tionalism and coarruption,— for he could scarcely 
hope for the absence c^ rotten boroughs in a 
country where the whole population of many 
considerable bur^s, nay capitals, were, morally 
at least, rotten. 

*'Dear me,^ said the Marchesa, "it is ex- 
ceedingly strange ; we are all slaves in Italy, and 
happy, gay» and tranquil, as our clime,--you are 
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all free-men in England ; and I never meet one 
of the nation who is not disoiptent^." 

^^ And that b what I envy aii^ admire," «aid 
the young Count ; ** that proud disgust of life 
and all its pettiness, that independence eren of 
contentment that marks the Briton.^ 

" 'Tis true," rejoined the Marchesa, humour^ 
ing her son^s enthusiasm, ^^ there is sometluhg 
sublime in ill humour.^ 

Beatrice stared at her mother, as mnch as to 
say, mamma, I have heard you hold a contrary 
opinion; but the Mai'chesa took no notice of 
her simple daughter. 

As for Lord Tara, he was not sentimental ; 
nor in truth had he mind enough to compre- 
hend the romance of disgust and discontent; 
and he half suspected the Marchesa'*s gravity ; 
but the enthusiastic Luigi went on : 

** Free as Britons are, they rest not content 
with the portion of liberty they possess. Tur- 
bulent, excited, alive to every despotic measure^ 
the whole country takes the appearance of aa 
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angry council, always conVenect, always vigilant, 
always inaction. Even wealth and rank can- 
not bribe the Englishman to sit down happy, 
and careless of what does not concern him. He 
is like a lion, grim even in repose, and dreaded 
by the very keepers that partially enchain him. 
We, on the contrary, loaded with grievance, and 
c^pres^on enough to drive us frantic, have the 
pusillanimity to be contented. Slaves indeed, 
the ognor Jrementiy with which the poet qualifies 
our servitude, is a living lie. We talk, to be 
sure, — we, the uppermost slaves, who feel the 
iron most ; but the people have not one idea of 
independence, of freedom, more than the ciucci 
they drive r 

Lord Tara could not avoid crying " hear." 

** Then the first step to be taken towards the 
ameliiuration df this unfortunate people is to 
makethetn seriously discontented anduntappy ?*' 

** Certmnly^** fcried both politicians. 

** YoiiiomelSines speak of t^etime, mother. 
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when I ihall be free; T hope it ia not in thia 
way I shall begip)^ obBerved Beatrice. 

^^ In verila,^' replied the Marchesa, lauding, 
f'for damsels, as for nations, it is no unlikdy 
commencement.^ 

" But Luigi,^ continued the Marchesa, ** after 
that you had made our happy rabble sufficiently 
unhappy, what would you do to ennoble them ?^ 

<^ Teach them their natural enemies; put arms 
in th^ hands.^ 

^* To drive away the innumerable armies (^ 
his Imperial Majesty.^' 

" The very thing.^ 

'< Which, suppose effected. I mind not the 
loss of lives, the devastation of war,, and all its 
horrors ; those inconvaiiences must of course be 
submitted to for the sake of the end. But this 
end gained, and Austria beyond the Alps, what 
fiirther is to be done with our disccmtented and 
free population ?^ 

. ^* Being free they will no doubt be con- 
tented." 
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** And what token will they have of their 
freedom ?^ 

** The liberty to dect representativois.'" 

** On what principle? scarcely one of them 
possesses a spot c^ground."*^ 

^ Without qualification each man shall have 
his vote." 

" Which he shall give to whom ?" 

** To whom he jdeases.*** 

*^ Now, Luig^, dare the peasant, without the 
least property ch: possession, dependent upon 
the great landlord for his duly bread, dare he 
bestow his vote elsewhere than upon his mas- 
ter?'* 

" Scarcely in truth," acknowledged the 
Count. 

** And will he be content with this sort of 
freedom ? Will he not clamour for a divincm of 
property in his noble discontent, cry Aristocrats 
a la lanteme ; and instead c^ ^tting down peace, 
ably as you would have him, to servitude to a few 
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nobles, afier having by his arm thrown off his 
servitude to a mighty monarch, will he not grasp 
wholly at that of which you would impart but 
a portion to him, will he not throw off his obedi^ 
ence to you as well as io Austria, and demand 
with armed, and therefore undeniable request, to 
be allowed his little cabin and corn-field in the 
midst of your enormous and people-killing rice- 
grounds ? — What would you say to such noble 
discontent?" 

Count Luigi, in the generosity of youth, was 
contented^ he said, to sacrifice wealth and terri- 
torial monopoly to the freedom and comfort of 
the peasantry ; but he owned that neither the 
Marquis nor his liberal and noble friends would 
be likely to consent to any such sacrifice. 

" Then you see, my Lord,'' said the Mar- 
•chesa, addressing the Englishman, ^^ what are 
the hopes of freidom and revolution in this 
country. Indeed I wish you would join your 
voice with mine, in dissuading Luigi frota these 
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dangerous thoughts. We are happy* Let us 
not peril present good for the rash and uncertmn 
hope of ameliorating others." 

Lord Tara felt flattered by the appeal 
of the Marchesa, and avowed every dis- 
position to use all the little influence that he 
possessed in reconuneuding prudence and quiet 
to the Count He was moreover, for the mo- 
ment, somewhat won over by the arguments of 
the Marchioness. 

^ I would, my Lord,^' said she, in conclusion, 
** that you saw with your own eyes the truth of 
what I state. And if you honour us with your 
company in the approadiing viUeggiatura^ you 
will be enabled yourself to judge of the Lom- 
bard noble and the Lombard p^isant. In th^ 
city our Icnrds affect the {^anthrc^ist, — sus- 
p^^ your judgment till you observe them in 
their proper domaina. 
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CHAPTER V. 

At the Villa Lecco, Lord Tara for the first 
time beheld, and was enabled to judge of the 
domestic state and happiness of his Italian 
friends. In town he had seen them always 
separate, and seemingly without union or 
domesticity, each confined to their own apart- 
ments, and bent upon their own pursuits ; and 
in this state of existence he had been surprised 
to find the members, of a family, so disjointed, 
living nevertheless in such harmony and happi- 
ness. In their country villa. Lord Tara was 
enabled to, perceive the same feelings pervide 
their domestic circle, no longer separated eacH 
member from t^e other, as in town, but etijoy- 
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ing together the ccnnforts, if not of an English- 
fireside, at least of Italian sunshine. 

Notwithstanding the insinuations of the Mar- 
chioness, partly true, that the Marquis was a 
philanthrope in town, but an aristocrat in the 
country, still his exertion for the public good 
and that of the poor was not slackened when at 
his villa. To be sure, those exertions were not 
directed always in the wisest manner, and like 
all thoise fine and rapid plans of amelioration 
proposed and undertaken in the plenitude of 
power by nobles and by monarchs, they went to 
produce the dazzling effects of an advanced civi- 
lization, before any of the humble and inter- 
mediate steps were duly laid — they seemed to 
be chiselling out and erecting the ci^ital before 
the column itself was established. Thus whilst 
the people were oppressed and starved in the 
most feudal servility, their benevolent friend 
and master was meditating the introduction of 
manufactories amongst them, of steam-boats and 
steam-engines, and would have them be able to 
o 2 
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weave their oWn coat and their own shirt, instead 
of enabling them to till their own little property 
— he hoped too, that the press, were it free, 
would instruct them as to the natural dignity ot 
man, and^ equality of all men; whereas, did he 
sacrifice as many fields as would bestow upon 
each tenant something peculiarly his own, far 
nobler ideas of man's independence and freedom 
Would be planted in the breasts of the peasantry 
by the act, than were erer loosely disseminated 
by the imcertain and unsteady medium of the 
boasted press, and the vidn scribblers that cater 
for it 

The Marchioness fulfilled her promise to Lord 
Tara of showing to him the state of the peasantry,, 
whom it was designed to Uberate from the yoke 
of Austria, ^^ as if,^' said the Marchioness, <^ it 
wouldbe relief to theprisonerto remorefrom over 
him his head-goaler, whilst the underling officers 
of the prison remained in the exercise of all their 
accustomed power and ferocity." Upon a 
sultry day the Marchioness led his Lordship^ 
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h6t to the dangerous vicinity of the poor peasan- 
try employed upon the rice-grounds and cheese 
meadows, for that would have ensured most cer- 
tainly a tertian to the Englishman. But froni 
some more elevated spot ' she pointed out to his 
view in the pliun below, the Lombard cultiva- 
tors, immersed to their middle mostly in water, 
and the upper part of their persons in an at- 
mosphere as damp almost as the marshy waters 
beneath. The pernicious exhalation was reek^ 
ing upwards under the powerful influence rf 
the sun, and surrounded by such poisoned 
atmosphere, and immersed as we have described, 
laboured those peasants who were to be emanci- 
pated, not from their death-like task, but from 
beholding the white uniform and black eagle 
of Austria amongst them, the only proof that 
could touch them of Imperial oppression. 

<< And how are men found for tbi» task ?*' 
asked Lord Tara. " Do they not die.** 

" About two thirds perish !** 
o 8 
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*^ Surely no population could recruit itself m 
prc^xnlioD to so enormous an annual loss.^^ 

^^ This pernicious labour does not last {or an j 
long time. And as it requires to be performed 
speedily, and of course by great numbers, the 
mountainea*s from the Modenese and about 
Parma, usually descend to earn increased wages 
at the risk of encountering death and the tertian. 
Not more than one-third of the number ever 
return to their mountains.^ 

" Good Heavens 1 why not b«iish altogether 
this pestif^ous mode of agriculture. If liberty 
were productive of no other benefit, it ought U> 
be de^ed on this account, if on no other, tx> 
abolish this annual immolationJ" 

The Marchioness smiled — 
• *^ Liberty here,'' sjud she, ** must mean an 
aristocracy more or less indep^ident of any 
higher power. The country does not possess 
the materials for any more popular scheme of 
government. And think you that the noble 
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proprietors wiU consent to be shorn of this 
enormous source of revenue, this pestiferous 
mode of agriculture, against which you so justly 
excl»m ?^ 

•* What ! is there no bourgeoisie in the towns, 
no middle and moderate proprietors of land in 
the country to form a third estate ?'' 

** None, I can assure you. What is a bour" 
geoisie unless it be rich. And how could it 
ever become so without commerce ? Some few 
individuals may have amassed stuns in time of 
war by contracts and peculation, but these have 
purchased titles and become mock-nobles, inca-^ 
pable of forming a body in counteraction of the 
aristocracy. As to middling proprietors of land 
there are none. This cultivaticm demands mil- 
lions, repays millions, and could not exist in 
subdivision." 

*^ You must be prejudiced somewhat, Mar* 
chesa,'^ said Lord Tara, ^^ I cannot believe but 
that the Lombard noble would be filling to 
sacrifice his revenue to the freedom ^od amelio* 
ration of his country.'^ i 
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l*be Marchesa again smiled, and said, ^* Wilt 
they do of themselves what they braved all the 
powar of Napoleon in not doing. An edict of 
hb was once sent forth to prohibit rice-grotrnda 
within two miles of the metropolis— mark — ^for 
two miles only the prohibition extended — a most 
necessary prohibition for the health of the city. 
Yet even that edict failed in effect, it was not, 
and would not be obeyed. What then can be 
hoped from a senate composed of those very 
proprietors who resisted ? Nay, I doubt not, 
but that the Marchese Lecco himself, all phi^ 
lanthropist that be is, could advance some very;^ 
profound reasons for not making any innovar- 
tion in this golden mode of producing a harvest* 
Kice swamps and tertians will have their libera} 
defenders, and we find the existence of slavery 
upheld in practice and theory by some of the 
most enlightened people of the globe. Is it not 
the case, my good English friend?'* 

Lord Tara could not rebut the insinuation, 
and although not altogether a convert to the 
laisserfaire system of apathy, which the Mar- 
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cbidiess wished to be adopted by her family, he 
could ]K>t but entertain some £ew doubts as to 
the complete disinterestednese and wisdom of 
Lombard philanthropy. 

But however shaken the admiration of Lord 
Tara might be for the p(Jitical character and 
sentiments of his Italian acquaintance, their 
goodness and amiability laid strong hold upon 
his friendship, even if the eyes of Beatrice were 
not winding a mote potent chain around him* 
Since his visit to the Villa Lecco he had full 
opportunity of observing the domestic Iiappiness 
of the £Eunily, and the contrasted character of 
the several members rendered his residence with 
them more delightful. The ever-lively and 
never altering gaiety and good humour of the 
Marquis, was a continual sunshine to the house- 
hold, and this was a bon hommie in the serious, 
ness of his political or rather philanthropic 
quixotism, that harmonized wonderfully well with 
his good humour. Even in hb most patriotic 
moments, when, most exalted with the idea of. 
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his country'^s freedom, ih&re was a ampHcitj 
and a timidity about him and his views, that 
displayed the amiable mind, in which those 
qualities were inherent, as one utterly unfit for 
public, far less for revolutioDary life. The Mar- 
chese sadly misunderstood his natural powers 
and bias in turning his views to the point he 
did ; but in what can an Italian interest himself 
worthily, except in the fate of his unhappy 
country An English noble has some excuse in 
abandoning himself to pursuits distant from 
public life; his country breasts the wave. with 
varying, but with no very adverse fate; he 
sees better and wiser brethren at the helm, 
and securely betakes himself to any occupation 
or amusemait. But to the ^islaved Italian every 
trivial pleasure, contentment itself, is felt and 
considered as a reproach. And the unfortunate 
political state entailed upon the country is such, 
that every man of spirit must feel degraded, un- 
less he hopes, exerts himself, and plots for 
the resuscitation of his country. Conspiracy, 
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he urges, becomes a duty under such unnatu- 
ral rule, and the necessity of it is bequeathed 
ffom father to son, to be renewed and reuat< 
tempted, as soon as forgetfulness of past vain 
endeavours has restored fresh vigour to the 
energies of the people. 

The strong, judicious, prudent mind of the 
Marchioness was well united and contrasted 
with such a character as we have described the 
Marquis's to be. In her state she was not less 
amiable for the superiority of both intellect and 
information, and the cause which rendered both 
so shrewd and active, being evidently maternal 
anxiety for her sorfs future welfare, and fear for 
her husband'*s prudence, her opposition to 
liberality came from an higher source than mere 
apathy or a love of quiet; and even Lord 
Tara honoured her hostility to his adopted 
cause. By tbe'side of these contrasted ch^Grafd^ 
teiB^stood^ sttll more contrasted, the -simpk Bea^ 
trice, Hiostffasokiadngly ignc»*aiit of all ear^})r - 
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dikigs, a beautiful €j{Aier m tlie femily^-^whom 
to adirem or take the digfatest notice of, would 
iia^re been a breadi of good manners on the part 
of a yisitor, like Lord Tara, wholly unpardkm- 
able— and Count Luigi, whose imp^uous and 
headlong spirit displayed itself in <;very triie 
that he loved, hated, or discussed, in iqppearance 
jk youlJh of as much genaral knowledge, as bis 
mter was a damsel of general ignorance. 

A happier family group Lord Tara had not 
behdd even in England : and he, at times, the 
lurious partieanand politidan, could n(rt enter- 
tain thoughts, as he contemplated its happiness, 
of disturbing such tranquillity by ur^i^ those 
who enjoyed it, to embark in the dangerous 
sdiemes and machinations of rebellion. In the 
midst of his liberal tirades, a qualm would sdse 
upon Mm, on reflecting that he might be instru- 
mental in ruining the peace c^tainly, and per- 
haps the fortunes, of a noble house. With bim- 
aelf a solitary individual, entiling by lus &te 
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Qo diKMitr on loAcis, and «iiu8Uig himaciy hy 
mifigliiig m the dasagBrom game of eontinai^ 
vevoIiiticHi^ die ease was altogether ^fierent; 
but inthe agednobl^ afSidier and a husband, he 
mw to be imprudence, idiai & himsdf he eona- 
dered at- «idBt btit as ktuzardous policy. Tliest 
wi^vaigtmtfie'iiiciamdiaa li^ Tarn hy die 
cspoBtulaticm. c$ the r|$M$:hitoess| and he at 
length h^an to-^de^ wi|fjl» h^ in- the argumental 
skii^mMies that* frei^^Blly fooH place between 
Luigi's impetnoiis sentuai^tg and hm mothei^ 
dissaasioiis. To the .Count he began tp be lesy 
warm, km elo(}uent, less the apostle of libdty 
than he had be^n ; and even with the Marquk 
Ins conversations were more seasoned witfi cau^ 
tion. 

Bttt as^4ar as ik& l^glsdbman-s inftaence et^ 
toided^ and k had pioved constderaUe^ dib 
reserve xsanie too li^. The^irit <^ young Luigt 
hadbeeneoin|detely roused toagalHng sense of 
his couintiy s servitude by intimacy with L<Nrd 

VOL. I. r 
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EngUshnMifliie opIbikifiA^n^f ^to licftildii^^ 

ktftdb^n ioitiiitedidec^jaiidis sdMDB^ floit 

iti* iftiriti be 6iad^ft)fei(«A tbt^JduMd of sidie 8i». 

of iecitet |^)«ypiD<e&diB*yi armed wkb^jMivtfli^ «fid 

Bknp^Vor F^toeboE bblhrii^.- Tkm>W^ 
been bhosen to aol mtk^^'p6iXt"*^(^ i^iikolfy 

ebm^oMr of ^n Hat^dithM,>ClIl«ttSlooi-d4fiMd 

tiati(^>^iln^s tMay coaM Mipp&oe Idiirtid pdiab^wl 
Aiid«hi^'iii turtt was inftiiciiceclto »i^^ 
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tte Count and Maiqnb to restore Lord Tar* 
10 idl Ml wonted jabdbifiiaai' of liioughr and 
language. 

Ill the meantime public events &d not M to 
contribute thebr dUepcMttion of exdfematt to thc^ 
few restleti cpiiits, that the upp^ clafises of Italy 
oontain. The re?oliition of Spain was in po* 
gress, and emggerated rqx»t8 of its success 
litnmd thetr way to LoodNod ears, in dei^tedT 
Austrian vigilance. In the south of the Penin- 
sula, mere conneeted witk Spafai troisk commawe 
and «o|itiguity, as well as frcnn ancient haints 
and dcxnlmon, the seeds of revolution conveyed 
from than genninated soonest; and secret 
tidings from the Neapolitan insurgents stirred up 
the AOTthem Italians to fcUow and emulate die 
ejcample affivded them by die soudiem. 

Those who had of old witnessed the wonder- 
ful success of the great revolution of a nei^- 
bouring peof^, hcped that their day was come 
for performing similar feats ; and with the ex- 



Digitized 



by Google 



IL POLITICO. 305 

<^tioii of the stupendous dowBfell of Napol^n, 
which seemed more n, suspension of the usual 
course of circumstances, than a natural conse> 
queaoce of them, the experience of all men se- 
conded the hope, that the cause of the people 
would prevail against that of kings. 
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